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Hawkes  knew  that  Fred  had  the  secret  of  the  silver  mine  ana  ne  rusneci  at  him  with  a  club  to 
kill  him.  Old  Whitey,  however,  stepped  between  them  and  shouted;  “Hold  on!  Before  ho 
dies  we  have  other  things  to  learn  from  him.  Spare  his  life  for  now.” 
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THE  SECRET  OF 


THE  SILVER  MINE 


By  HAL  STANDISH 


CHAPTER  I. 

AT  LOST  GULCH. 

After  their  adventure  at  Boulder  City,  where  Fred  Fear- 
not  and  Terry  Olcott  helped  to  round  up  a  gang  of  tram 
robbers,  they  were  called  to  Lost  Gulch,  where  Fred  had 
purchased  a  gold  claim. 

Evelyn  Olcott,  who  had  been  with  the  boys  for  the  period 
of  their  stay  at  Boulder,  and  who  was  much  restored  in 
health  by  the  bracing  mountain  air,  was  obliged  to  go  back 
to  her  home  in  the  East.  Both  Fred  and  Terry  were  sorry 
to  have  her  go,  for  she  had  proved  herself  a  plucky  com¬ 
panion  in  their  wild  experiences  in  the  lawless  region.  But 
Mrs.  Olcott  had  written  for  her  to  come  home,  and,  of 
course,  she  felt  obliged  to* go. 

After  Evelyn  parted  from  her  brother  and  her  sweet¬ 
heart,  Fred  and  Terry  made  rapid  plans  to  leave  Boulder 
City.  They  had  been  given  great  praise  and  credit  for 
their  plucky  work  in  dealing  with  Ham  Smith  and  his 
gang  of  train  bandits. 

Lost  Gulch  was  not  far  from  Boulder,  and  they  would 
be  able  to  go  thither  on  horseback.  They  proceeded  to 
provide  themselves  with  a  prospecting  outfit,  and  they 
anticipated  good  fun  seeking  gold  in  the  hills. 

The  claim  that  Fred  had  bought  was  supposed  to  be  a 
gold  claim.  There  were  placers  all  about  the  vicinity 
where  men  were  af  work  all  the  while  taking  out  quantities 
of  dust. 

However,  when  they  began  to  pan  out  dirt  and  make  a 
close  examination  of  the  strata  of  the  ledges  about,  Fred 
made  a  startling  discovery.  He  found  that  there  were 
outcroppings  of  silver  ore  richer  than  any  he  had  ever 
seen  in  his  life. 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  Terry  ?”  he  said  in 
amazement;  “we  bought  this  for  a  gold  mine,  and,  behold, 
wZ  discover  silver.  It  is  a  great  surprise  to  me,  for  I  do 
r:o*  believe  there  are  any  prospectors  about  here  who  have 
ever  found  silver  in  this  vicinity.,, 

“ Silver  is  not  so  valuable  oa  gold,  Fred.  It  is  a  pity 
t hr-  U  i-  nr L  r.  reef  of  gold  that  lies  under  that  ledge.” 

“Oh,  v/cii,  that  is  ?o,  Terry,  but  remember  that  a  rich 
mine  ifi  ro&ily  a  valuable  proposition,  I  feel  sure 


that  it  is  so  rich  in  silver  that  we  will  find  it  more  paying 
than  the  average  gold  claim. ” 

In  fact,  investigation  soon  showed  that  this  was  true. 

So  far  as  the  boys  were  able  to  proceed,  they  found  that 
the  silver  reef  was  wonderful  in  its  extent. 

They  promptly  decided  to  procure  machinery  and  estab¬ 
lish  a  stamp  mill  and  go  to  work  taking  out  silver  ore. 
Of  course,  this  would  involve  great  expense,  as  it  would  be 
difficult  to  bring  machinery  up  so  far  into  the  hills.  The 
trails  were  not  well  defined,  and  there  were  several  rivers 
to  cross.  “There  is  certainly  one  thing  about  it,  Fred,” 
said  Terry  in  a  low  tone,  “we  will  have  to  keep  this  dis¬ 
covery  a  profound  secret,  for  if  it  is  discovered  by  the 
other  prospectors  here  in  these  hills,  we  may  have  to  de¬ 
fend  it  with  our  Remingtons,  and  possibly  with  our  lives. 
You  know  that  we  are  far  away  from  any  office  of  registry, 
and  we  might  be  killed  and  “thrown  into  some  canyon  and 
the  mine  seized  by  these  lawless  men.” 

Fred  knew  that  this  was  very  true. 

In  fact,  it  had  come  within  their  observation  since  they 
had  been  in  the  region  of  the  wiping  out  of  a  couple  of 
placer  miners  who  bad  discovered  a  rich  lode  in  the  hills. 
Thev  were  found  dead  in  the  river  and  their  mine  was  in 
the  possession  of  a  gang  of  lawless  men.  It  could  not  be 
proved  that  these  men  had  killed  the  miners,  and  they 
claimed  the  mine,  being  ready  to  back  their  claim  up  with 
rifles,  and  they  were  not  molested. 

Therefore,  if  it  was  known  that  there  was  a  large  reef 
of  silver  in  that  place,  Fred  and  Terry  might  have  to  fight 
to  protect  it.  It  was  better  to  keep  the  secret  until  they 
were  able  to  get  it  registered  and  own  it  lawfully. 

So  they  went  about  examining  the  reef,  and  as  they 
progressed  were  more  than  excited  over  its  extent.  It 
looked  as  if  there  was  over  a  million  dollars  worth  of  silver 
in  sight. 

Fred  then  went  carefully  over  the  trace  of  gold  ore  that 
he  had  found  in  the  first  place.  The  show  of  dust  was  in 
the  bed  of  a  small  stream,  and  it  had  been  this  that  had 
caused  Fred  to  purchase  the  claim. 

Up  the  stream  Fred  traced  the  pay  dirt,  believing  that 
he  would  find  the  usual  pocket  which  ought  to  be  rich  in 
gold.  Ho  went  on  until  ho  was  at  the  small  spring  that 
was  tbo  headwaters  of  tho  stream. 
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Here  he  dug  and  carefully  washed  the  sands.  But  it  was 
in  vain  that  he  sought  for  the  pocket.  It  seemed  that  it 


These  were  the  naileries  and  led  how  far  into  the  mine 
he  did  not  know.  He  followed  one  for  one  hundred  feet, 


had  either  been  drained  by  some  miner  in  times  past,  or  j  where  it  came. to  a  stop  and  showed  where  the  working 

nature  had  washed  it  all  down  the  stream.  ceased.  lie  went  back  and  took  another,  and  procecdc 

Fred  discovered  that  the  gold  he  washed  would  barely  into  it  a  matter  of  twenty  feet,  when  he  was  brought  to  a 

pay  him  for  the  cost  of  the  claim.  However,  he  had  the  i  halt  by  a  startling  sight. 

claim,  and  though  it  was  not  registered  as  a  silver  mine,  There  against  the  wall  he  saw  a  grinning  skeleton.  It 


he  would  be  able  to  make  his  fortune,  undoubtedly,  from 
the  deposit  of  silver. 

Both  boys  were  wildly  enthusiastic  over  the  prospect. 
They  had  become  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  mining 
fever,  and  forgot  all  else  in  the  moment. 

So  the  boys  proceeded  to  establish  the  extent  of  the 
reef  of  silver,  and  to  figure  how  it  could  best  be  worked. 
They  went  on  easilv  until  suddenly  a  startling  discovery 
was  made. 

They  came  suddenly  upon  traces  of  an  old  shaft.  It  was 
covered  up  by  a  number  of  boulders,  and  there  was  a  heavy 
growth  of  vines  over  it. 

Fred  raised  one  of  the  boulders  and  peered  down  into 


leaned  half  against  the  wall  of  the  passage,  and  time  and 
the  drv  air  had  so  mummified  the  flesh  that  the  bones  hung 

together. 

Fred  surveyed  the  grewsome  sight  with  horror  and  cu¬ 
riosity. 

“This  will  show  what  was  the  fate  of  the  ancient  work¬ 
ers  of  this  time,”  he  said;  “I  guess  that  they  died  here 
instead  of  leaving  it.” 

He  went  over  and  examined  the  remains  closely  and  saw 
that  there  was  a  bullet  hole  in  the  skull  right  over  the  left 
eye.  In  the  dust  beside  the  skeleton  he  discovered  an  old 
horse-pistol  of  an  obsolete  make. 

“Suicide?”  muttered  Fred  in  a  questioning  way;  “it 


the  shaft.  The  timbers  were  very  rotten  and  indicated  :  cannot  be  possible. 


?? 


that  it  had  not  been  used  for  many  years. 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  Terry?”  he  gasped; 
“it  seems  that  some  one  has  been  here  before  us.” 

“That  is  queer!  Why  was  the  mine  abandoned?” 

“Search  me!”  said  Fred  in  amazement.  “It  looks  as 
if  we  had  bought  a  questionable  bonanza,  Terry.  How¬ 
ever,  I  don’t  believe  the  title  would  hold  good  after  the 
years  that  must  have  passed.  It  looks  to  me  as  if  it  must 
have  been  over  fifty  years  ago  that  this  mine  was  worked.” 

“This  State  was  pretty  wild  at  that  time,  Fred.” 

“It  was  almost  a  wilderness.  In  fact,  if  the  mine  was 
operated  in  that  period  it  must  have  been  by  Mexican 
miners  or  men  from  the  Southwest.” 

The  discovery  of  the  secret  passage  to  a  secret  mine  was 
a  startling  one.  It  looked  certainly  as  if  the  mine  had  not 
been  worked  for  at  least  fifty  years,  if  not  longer.  What 
was  strange  about  it  was  the  fact  that  the  mine  was  not  at 

all  exhausted.  Whv  had  it  been  abandoned? 

%/ 

The  two  boys  thought  deeply  on  the  subject,  and  at  last 
Fred  decided: 

“Either  the  miners  got  all  they  wanted  out  of  the  mine 
or  they  were  killed  by  Indians.  I  would  believe  it  possible 
that  the  latter  was  the  case.” 

“Now  you  are  talking,  Fred.  In  that  case  our  title  is 
perfectly  good.” 

“1  believe  it.” 

The  boys  peered  down  the  shaft  a  while,  and  at  last 
Fred  suggested  that  they  attempt  an  exploration. 

“That  will  surely  be  dangerous,  Fred.  Those  timbers 


V 


He  would  not  believe  this. 

But  he  proceeded  further  with  his  investigation,  and 
then  he  came  upon  a  complete  explanation.  There  were 
four  huddled  skeletons  in  a  heap  just  at  the  outer  end  of 
the  passage.  Fred  found  that  there  were  parts  of  an  In¬ 
dian  head  dress  mixed  with  the  remains. 

It  showed  that  the  miner  had  been  surprised  in  the 
mine  by  savages,  and  that  he  had  fought  and  killed  at  least 
four  of  his  red  foes.  Very  likely  the  others  had  then  shot 
him. 

It  seemed  like  a  complete  explanation.  But  the  real 
story  was  buried  in  the  dust  of  the  past. 

Of  course,  there  had  been  other  miners  working  in  the 
mine.  There  were  no  more  skeletons  found,  though,  nor 
any  trace  of  the  miners  further  than  rusty  tools  which  were 
of  ancient  make. 

“This  mine  was  worked  many  years  ago,”  said  Fred, 
positively;  “the  men  who  worked  it  are  all  dead  and  gone 
by  this  time.  The  story  is  quite  plain  in  the  evidence  that 
we  have  found.” 

This  was  certainly  true.  However,  the  two  youths  went 
on  into  the  main  passage  as  far  as  they  could,  and  at  last 
came  to  a  sort  of  chamber  which  had  galleries  about  it. 
There  was  every  evidence  that  the  miners  had  lived  here, 
and  there  were  remains  of  a  galley  fire  and  cookincr  uten¬ 
sils. 

“\\  hat  puzzles  me  is  how  they  ever  got  their  ore  to  civili- 
zatiqn,”  said  Terry;  “this  must  have  been  a  very  inacces¬ 
sible  place  at  that  time.” 

“You  are  right,  Terry,”  agreed  Fred,  ‘‘but  you  know 

_ _ 1  1 1  r\  %  • 

vies 


are  rotten,  and  might  give  way  easily. 

However,  Fred  took  a  lariat  and  slipped  a  noose  under  j  there  are  old  trails  that  were  used  all through theR 
his  arms,  and,  leaving  Terry  to  hold  the  other  end,  he  '  at  that  time,  and  no  doubt  pack  trains  of 
lowered  himself  into  the  shaft. 

Down  he  went  to  the  limit  of  the  lariat.  Here  he  was 
able  to  6tand  on  one  of  the  cross  timbers.  He  unloosed 


mules  were 


j  used.” 

*  However,  the  boys  did  not  bother  to  investigate  this 
matter  further.  The  fact  remained  that  th 

the  loop  of  the  lariat,  and,  trusting  to  the  strength  of  the  ing  silver  claim  here,  and  that  thev 
timbers,  he  climbed  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  shaft.  It  and  the  owners, 
was  not  over  fifty  fret  deep. 

bred  stood  on  the  bottom  of  the  shaft.  He  saw  that  —  *  * 

there  were  passages  leading  from  it  in  various  directions. 


ere  was  a  pay- 
were  the  discoverers 


oilowed 


Phc^r  passed  through  the  gallerv. 
winding  passage  that  trended  upward 
I  out  upon  a  high  shelf  of  ledge  far  above  the  vUiev.  auj 


then 
It  at 


FRED  FEARNOT  AND  THE  MOUNTAIN  MEN, 


3 


gorges  below,  thousands  of  feet.  From  this  point  a  wide 
view  of  the  country  could  be  had. 

But  the  entrance  to  the  mine,  which  here  was  on  a  level 
with  the  ledge,  was  only  reached  by  means  of  a  narrow 
trail  that  led  up  in  winding  fashion,  and  explained  why 
the  mine  had  not  been  discovered  long  before  by  the  gold 
hunters  who  searched  those  hills. 

The  boys  were  more  than  interested  in  their  discovery. 

They  thoroughly  examined  their  claim  and  the  mine, 
and  at  last  made  their  way  down  the  mountain  to  the  spot 
where  they  had  found  the  lower  entrance.  Here  they  sat 
down  and  talked  the  matter  over. 

They  knew  that  at  present  matters  at  Boulder  were  in  a 
rather  chaotic  state.  There  had  been  a  lot  of  trouble  over 
the  titles  to  claims  in  those  hills.  There  was  a  noted  bad 
man  and  desperado  named  Bud  Hawkes,  who  had  organ¬ 
ized  a  gang  of  lawless  men  and  had  isued  a  decree  for¬ 
bidding  any  placer  mining  there. 

He  had  actually  sent  warning  to  the  mining  toAvns  for 
a  hundred  miles  about  to  the  effect  that  the  placers  about 
Lost  Gulch  were  his  property,  and  that  any  miner  found 
prospecting  there  or  mining  for  gold  would  be  shot  with¬ 
out  question. 

Fred  and  Terry  knew  that  a  score  of  placer  miners  had 
come  clown  to  Boulder  the  very  day  that  they  went  into 
the  hills  with  pale  faces,  and  declared  that  they  had  been 
driven  out  of  the  Lost  Gulch  region  by  the  edict  of  Bud 
Hawkes. 

When  Fred  and  Terry  set  out  for  the  claim,  they  had 
been  told  my  many  of  the  miners  that  they  were  apt  to  be 
killed.  But  Fearnot  and  Olcott  were  not  of  the  kind  to 
be  so  easily  scared. 

Fred  declared  that  he  owned  his  land,  and  that  he  pro¬ 
posed  to  work  it,  and  that  no  threats  of  such  a  villain  as 
Bud  Hawkes  would  prevent  his  doing  so.  Thus  the  matter 
stood.  Of  course,  now  that  Fred  and  Terry  knew  that  they 
had  discovered  the  secret  silver  mine,  they  would  be' fool¬ 
ish  to  run  the  risk  of  getting  into  trouble  with  Hawkes 
and  his  gang,  and  perhaps  losing  their  mine. 

So  they  were  in  somewhat  of  a  quandary  as  to  what 
to  do. 

“It  looks  rather  bad,  Fred/’  said  Terry;  “if  we  go  ahead 
here  and  hire  miners  to  dig  for  us  and  to  open  the  shaft, 
we  will  surely  run  up  against  Hawkes  and  old  Whitey. 
They  say  that  Whitey  is  the  worst  of  the  two.  They  have 
a  large  gang  of  lawless  men  back  of  them,  and  they  will 
surelv  make  trouble  for  us.  You  know  there  is  no  law 
here,  and  we  could  not  depend  upon  the  loyalty  of  the  men 
we  would  hire  to  work  in  the  shaft.  They  would  be  afraid 
if  they  were  not  in  sympathy  with  these  outlaws.” 

“That  is  all  very  true,  Terry,”  said  Fred,  thoughtfully; 
“I  hardly  know  what  to  do  or  to  say.  It  looks  bad!” 

“I  think,  personally,  that  we  had  better  let  this  mine 
remain  a  secret  and  take  measures  to  wipe  out  this  gang - 
of  thieve*  and  outlaws.  Wc  can  never  hope  to  work  this 
mine  until  after  they  have  been  disposed  of.” 

Fred  was  ready  to  agree  with  Terry. 

“Then  we  will  cover  up  this  mouth  of  the  mine  and  trust 
to  luck  that  they  do  not  discover  the  entrance  up  there  on 
V'je  jedcre.  It  i-  odd  enough  that  it  has  not  been  found 

before.” 


“Oh,  well,  it  is  rather  inaccessible,  and  few  prospectors 
go  up  there.” 

So  they  decided  to  conceal  the  mouth  of  the  shaft  and 
leave  it  as  it  was  wlien  they  discovered  it.  Then  they 
would  go  down  to  Halfway,  which  was  nearer  to  the  claim 
than  Boulder. 

They  felt  sure  that  they  could  there  organize  a  band  of 
armed  men  to  go  in  quest  of  the  outlaws  and  wipe  the  band 
out,  after  which  it  would  be  safe  to  work  the  silver  mine. 

Fred  was  convinced  that  the  secret  mine  would  prove 
to  be  a  bonanza.  The  two  youths  had  experienced  rather 
hard  luck  for  the  last  few  months  in  their  investments, 
and  if  the  secret  mine  should  prove  to  be  what  Fred  felt 
that  it  would,  there  would  be  a  good  chance  to  recoup 
their  losses. 

They  concealed  the  mouth  of  the  shaft  as  well  as  they 
could,  and  then  they  hid  their  prospecting  tools  as  well. 
They  had  their  rifles  with  .them,  for  they  intended  to  live 
partly  on  game  while  working  at  the  placer. 

Now,  however,  that  the  placer  had  been  found  to  be  only 
fairly  profitable,  and  that  a  silver  mine  was  on  their  prop¬ 
erty  which  bid  fair  to  be  even  more  profitable,  they  knew 
that  it  required  different  methods  to  work  it. 

They  could  not  use  the  same  tools,  and  would  need  men 
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to  work  the  shaft.  It  was  better  to  go  to  Halfway  and 
there  organize  a  band  of  men  to  hunt  down  the  dangerous 
outlaws  and  drive  them  out  of  the  hills.  Then  they  could 
go  ahead  with  the  development  of  their  silver  mine. 

So  they  mounted  their  ponies  and  started  the  next  morn¬ 
ing  back  down  the  trail.  They  rode  leisurely  down  the 
mountain  until  they  came  to  a  narrow  defile  called  Covorte 
Pass. 

Here  they  were  making  their  way  down  the  trail,  when 
suddenly  Terry  reined  in  his  horse  with  a  smothered  ex¬ 
clamation. 

At  the  same  moment  both  bovs  unloosed  their  Remind- 
tons  and  leaped  from  the  saddle.  They  stood  behind  their 
ponies  and  peered  down  the  defile  where  they  could  see  a 
number  of  men  who  had  come  out  from  behind  ledges. 

But  the  men  held  up  their  liands,  calling  out  that  they 
were  friends. 

“Say,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  “I  wonder  if  that  is  all  right? 

I  would  not  be  surprised  if  they  were  the  gang  of  which 
old  Whitey  and  Bud  Hawkes  are  leaders.  If  so,  we  do 
not- want  to  make  a  close  acquaintance  with  them.” 

“Sure  thing,  Terry!  Still,  we  are  not  sure.  If  they 
profess  friendship  I  do  not  see  how  we  can  safely  treat 
them  as  foes.” 

So  Fred  held  up  his  hand  in  token  of  amity,  and  the 
men  came  leisurely  up  the  gorge.  They  were  mounted  on 
ponies  also,  and  the  leader  was  a  very  dark-browed  fellow 
with  a  powerful  frame. 

Fred  and  Terry  had  never  seen  any  of  them  before,  and 
for  all  they  knew  it  might  be  Hawkes  and  his  men.  But 
the  strangers  reined  in  their  horses,  and  the  dark-browed 
man  said : 

“Howdy,  strangers!  Lost  in  the  hills?” 

Fred  caught  the  suggestion  at  once  from  this  question, 
and  looked  at  Terry  significantly  as  he  answered : 

“We  are  wholly  lost.  Can  you  tell  us  the  way  to  Half¬ 
way  ?” 
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“  [  reckon  ye  are  going  the  right  way,”  said  the  man, 
who  had  a  sort  of  sneer  about  his  mouth ;  “who  mought 
ve  bo,  and  whar  are  ve  from?” 

“Oh,  we  are  sportsmen  from  the'  East,  and  we  have  lost 
our  wav.  We  would  like  to  hag  a  grizzly.” 

'I'h is  seemed  to  deceive  the  fellow  ail  right,  for  his  face 
cleared  and  a  grin  came  into  the'eorners  of  his  mouth. 

“Aw,  say,  pards,”  he  called  out  derisively,  “here  are 
some  fancy  hunters  from  the  city.  I  guess  they  would 
stay  up  here  until  they  died  if  some  one  didn’t  tell  them 
the  way  out  of  these  hills.” 

Tlie  men  all  laughed  in  a  Contemptuous  and  good-na¬ 
tured  way.  It  was  plain  that  they  regarded  Fred  and 
Terry  as  a  couple  of  greenhorns,  and  held  them  lightly 
thereby.  * 

Fred  decided  to  keep  up  the  deception,  so  lie  proceeded 
to  ask  some  very  senseless  and  foolish  questions. 

The  result  was  that  the  leader  of  the  gang  answered 
them  in  a  mocking  way,  and  at  last  he  said: 

“I  reckon  we  kin  put  ye  on  trace  of  a  bear  if  ye  really 
want  one.  We  run  across  a  den  of  grizzlies  back  here  a 
mile  or  two.  I  suppose  that  you  kin  shoot  some?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Fred,  “we  are  both  dead  shots.” 

There  was  laughter  again  from  thfc  men.  The  leader 
turned  and  grinned  at  them.  Then  lie  reined  his  horse 
nearer,  and  said : 

“We  would  like  durned  well  to  see  some  of  this  fancy 
shooting.  You  know  we  mountain  men  don’t  know  much 
about  the  use  of  the  rifle.  You  chaps  from  the  East  kin 
teach  us  a  whole  lot.” 

The  sarcasm  amused  the  rough  men,  so  that  all  laughed 
again.  Fred  was  wise,  though,  and  pretended  to  miss  it 
entirely.  However,  he  said  in  a  frank  way : 

“Oh,  well,  we  probably  can’t  beat  you  shooting,  but  we 
know  a  little  about  it.  My  pal  here  has  taken  a  few  prizes 
on  the  shooting  range.” 

In  a  moment  the  leader  of  the  mountain  men  and  his 
companions  dropped  to  the  ground  from  the  saddles  and 
gathered  about  Fred  and  Terry.  Then  followed  a  running 
lire  of  remarks,  the  upshot  of  which  was  that  the  mountain 
men  wanted  to  coax  the  travelers  to  show  what  they  could 
do  with  their  rifles. 

By  this  time  Fred  and  Terry  were  aware  of  a  startling 
fact.  This  was  that  these  men  were  really  the  mountain 
outlaws,  and  the  dark-browed  man  was  Bud  Hawkes  him¬ 
self. 


CHAPTER  II. 

OUT  OF  DANGER. 

It  was  not  at  all  a  pleasant  discovery  to  Fearnot  and 
Olcott  that  they  were  in  the  hands  of  the  murderous  gang 
known  as  the  mountain  men.  Of  course,  the  gang  be¬ 
lieved  that  they  were  simply  sportsmen  from  the  East,  and 
that  they  were  not  prospectors. 

So  long  as  they  continued  to  believe  this,  all  might  be 
well.  It  was  possible  that  they  would  let  them  go  then- 
way  finally.  However,  there  was  still  a  risk  that  they 
might  discover  the  truth. 


So  Fred  knew  that  the  wisest  tiling  to  do  was  to  defer 
to  their  desires  and  try  shooting  with  them.  The  challenge 
was  issued,  and  the  mountain  men  unslung  their  rifles  and 
got  ready  for  a  trial  of  skill. 

All  the  while  Bud  Hawkes  kept  up  a  sarcastic  fire  of 
remarks  to  the  effect  that  his  men  could  not  hope  to  -hoot 
with  the  men  from  the  East.  It  amused  him  to  do  this, 
and  also  his  men  as  well. 

Fred,  however,  smiled  grimly. 

But  just  as  they  got  their  Remingtons  ready,  Hawkes 
walked  up  to  Fred  and  peered  into  his  face. 

“It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  seen  you  before  some¬ 
where,”  he  said  in  a  penetrating  way ;  “you  chaps  aren’t 
prospectors,  are  you?” 

“Do  we  look  like  it?”  asked  Fred,  mildly. 

“Waal,  ye  don’t,  I  will  admit.  If  ye  are  prospectors,  I 
might  as  well  tell  ye  right  now-  that  ye  will  do  well  to  git 
away  from  here  as  quick  as  ye  can.  This  is  private  land, 
and  vou  know  what  it  means  to  prospect  on  another  man's 
land.” 

Hawkes  shot  an  ugly  glance  at  Terry. 

“You  need  have  no  fear,”  said  Fred,  “unless  the  griz¬ 
zlies  up  here  are  yours,  and  you  are  opposed  to  our  shoot¬ 
ing  them.” 

“Oh,  thunder!”  said  the  outlaw,  with  a  snicker,  fully 
convinced  now  that  Fred  and  Terry  were  greenhorns,  “you 
kin  shoot  all  that  you  want  to.  I  reckon  that  you  won't 
wipe  them  out  at  that.” 

Then  he  picked  up  his  rifle  and  examined  the  breech 
and  saw  that  the  magazine  was  filled. 

“Put  up  a  target  out  thar,  Jim,”  he  said  to  one  of  his 
men;  “hyar  is  my  hat.  I  ain’t  afraid  to  risk  it  at  two 
hundred  paces.  Put  it  up  on  that  sharp  rock  over  thar 
agin  the  ledge.  I  will  stand  to  lose  my  hat  if  these  hunters 
kin  hit  it.” 

And  he  roared  with  laughter.  The  hat  was  placed  two 
hundred  paces  away  as  directed,  and  Hawkes  nodded  to 
Fred. 

“Go  ahead,  mate !  I  want  to  see  what  you  kin  do  fust. 
If  you  perforate  that  lid  of  mine  I  will  give  you  a  gold 
claim  right  off  my  land  livar.  And,  mind  vou.  I  own  all 
this  ere  gulch.” 

Fred  never  cracked  a  smile. 

But  as  he  picked  up  his  rifle  he  observed : 

“  Why  don’t  you  sav  that  you  will  give  ns  the  right  to 
prospect  in  these  parts  without  being  troubled  by  any 
one  ?” 

“Hey!”  exclaimed  the  outlaw  sharply  as  he  again  looked 
at  Fred ;  “do  yew  know  how  to  pan  gold?” 

“I  have  seen  it  done,”  said  Fred,  with  an  awkward  grin. 

“Oh,  well,  go  ahead  and  shoot.  Any  fool  kin  pan  gold, 
and  you  might  hit  it  bv  accident.” 

f  red  stepped  up  to  the  mark  and  raised  his  Remington. 
He  did  not  seem  to  take  the  trouble  to  aim,  but  fired  in¬ 
stantly.  The  outlaws  were  for  an  instant  silent  as  the  hat 
flew  off  the  jagged  edge  of  rock. 

Then  there  were  exclamations  of  wonder,  and  liawkcs 
stared  at  the  hat  and  then  looked  at  Fred  suspiciously. 

“Say,  did  you  hit  that  hat  on  purpose?”  he  asked.  “Was 
that  a  fluke  or  was  it  on  the  level?” 

“I  told  you  that  I  and  my  pal  are  dead  shots,”  said 
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Fred,  coolly :  "it  had  to  be  proved  to  you  at  the  expanse 
of  your  hat.  You  can't  find  fault  with  that.” 

The  outlaw  whistled  and  scratched  his  head  a  moment. 

“That's  right,”  he  said;  “Bud  Hawkes  may  be  lawless, 
as  people  say  about  him,  but  he  is  square.  I  ain’t  got  a 
word  of  fault  to  find.  But  maybe  you  kin  hit  it  further 
away.” 

“I  can  hit  it  a  half  mile  away,”  said  Fred;  “as  far  as 
the  rifle  will  carry  and  as  far  as  it  can  be  seen.” 

“Say,  you  are  a  crackerjack,  ain't  ye?”  sniffed  the  out¬ 
law  ;  "  I  am  going  to  make  you  prove  that,  and  if  you  don’t 
keep  your  word  I  will  have  you  stood  up  agin  that  rock 
over  thar  and  shot  dead.” 

There  was  an  ugly  light  in  the  desperado’s  eyes.  Fred 
saw  that  the  situation  was  likely  to  be  a  serious  one  for 
him  and  Terry.-  They  were  in  the  hands  of  these  murder¬ 
ous  men,  and  they  were  regardless  of  human  life.  In  fact, 
he  believed  now  that  they  were  not  going  to  let  them  go 
free. 

But  Fred  knew  that  his  best  plan  was  to  play  a  bluff 
game. 

So  he’ nodded  coolly,  and  said: 

“I  will  make  a  bargain  with  you.  If  I  do  not  hit  the 
hat  at  two  hundred  yards,  I  will  give  you  the  right  to  shoot 
me.  If  I  hit  it,  you  are  to  give  me  the  right  to  shoot  you.” 

Hawkes  started,  and  his  face  grew  yellow.  Fie  stared  at 
Fred  a  moment,  and  an  imprecation  escaped  his  lips. 

“See  here,”  he  said,  roughly,  “you  ain’t  no  fool.  You! 
are  lying  to  us  when  you  say  that  you  are  only  sportsmen. 
You  are  up  here  in  these  hills  for  some  purpose.” 

“Of  course  we  are,”  said  Fred,  looking  the  desperado 
in  the  eye;  “we  have  told  you  that  we  are  up  here  to  hunt 
grizzlies.  Do  you  think  we  would  come  up  here  on  such 
dangerous  business  if  we  did  not  know  how  to  shoots  We 
are  not  exactly  fools.”  j 

“Oh,  waal,  I  suppose  that  may  be  so,”  said  the  des¬ 
perado  in  a  mollified  way;  “waal,  I  will  show  you  a  trick 
now  with  the  rifle  that  you  kain’t  do.  Jim,  take  this  Mexi- 
can  dollar  and  stand  out  there  fifty  paces  and  hold  it  be¬ 
tween  your  fingers.  Git  out  thar,  I  say,  or  I  will  blow 
vour  fool  head  off !  Don’t  show  fear  to  me  !” 

The  man  had  hesitated,  and  fear  had  shown  in  his  face. 

But  he  walked  out  fifty  paces,  and  held  the  dollar 
between  his  fingers  with  his  arm  extended.  Hawkes 
chuckled,  and  raised  his  rifle. 

“Now,  tenderfoot,”  he  said,  jeeringly,  to  Fred,  “if  I 
miss  1  will  blow  that  fool’s  fingers  off.  Do  you  think  you  ! 
have  the  nerve  to  make  a  shot  like  that?” 

“I  presume  that  it  would  make  little  difference  to  you  ! 
if  you  did  blow  his  fingers  off,”  said  Fred,  coolly;  “it  looks  j 
to  me  a.-  if  human  life  was  of  little  value  in  your  eyes.” 

“You  hit  it  right  that  time,  young  feller.  That  is  why 
you  and  your  pal  herS  don’t  want  to  try  to  fool  me.” 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  Hawke3  was  about  the  worst  bad 
man  that  there  was  to  be  found  in  the  whole  West.  He 
wa-  wholly  bad,  and  there  was  not  such  a  thing  as  mercy 
find  fairnes-  in  his  composition. 

If  he  mi.-'Od,  as  he  said  it  was  possible,  ho  would  surely 
spoil  the  hand  of  his  follower.  Fred  knew  that  it  was  a 
difficult  -hot,  for  the  holder  of  the  coin  would  be  apt  to 
jno-.o  ids  hand  the  least  bit  with  the  nervous  strain. 


But  Hawkes  raised  his  rifle  and  fired.  The  man  wh 
held  the  coin  flinched  a  little,  but  his  arm  was  still  out 
stretched  and  the  coin  was  yet  in  his  fingers. 

Hawkes  had  missed,  not  even  hitting  the  man's  head 
He  turned  black  in  the  face  and  his  eyes  snapped  like  dia 
monds.  He  lowered  his  rifle  and  glared  at  his  henchman 
and  roared : 

“You  blasted  idiot!  You  lost  vour  nerve  and  raovec 
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your  hand.  If  you  do  that  again  I  will  put  a  bullet  righi 
through  your  cowardly  brain.” 

The  man  looked  white  as  chalk  and  seemed  as  if  aboul 
to  faint.  But  he  braced  himself  and  held  the  coin  out, 
Then  Hawkes,  after  some  profanity,  again  fired. 

This  time  the  coin  flew  into  the  air,  and  the  man  sank 
down  with  a  groan  of  pain.  There  was  blood  flowing  from 
his  hand  and  he  wrung  it  with  agony.  The  bullet  had 
shattered  his  fingers. 

Hawkes  made  the  air  vile  with  his  profanity.  He  raved 
up  and  down  and  once  raised  his  rifle  to  fire  at  the  help¬ 
less  and  innocent  man.  But  the  moment  he  raised  his 
rifle,  Fred  covered  him. 

“Hold!”  said  Fred,  in  a  voice  of  steel;  “don’t  you  fire 
at  that  poor  chap  or  I  will  blow  you  into  eternity.  He  was 
not  to  blame.  It  was  your  poor  eye  that  caused  it.” 

Hawkes  stopped  and  stared  at  Fred  in  a  half  insane  way. 
His  rage  was  beyond  all  expression,  but  he  saw  that  in 
Fred’s  eye  which  caused  him  to  lower  his  rifle. 

“You — you  threaten  me?”  he  huskily  gritted;  “I  will 
have  you  ham-strung  for  that.  Do  you  know  what  you 
are  doing?” 

“I  know  perfectly  well,”  said  Fred,  firmly;  “you  are  ex¬ 
cited  and  would  do  something  for  which  you  would  >3 
sorry  afterwards.  That  chap  is  not  to  blame  for  your  poor 
shooting.” 

Hawkes  turned  to  his  men  as  if  he  would  order  them  to 
seize  Fred  and  overpower  him.  But  he  refrained  from 
giving  the  order. 

It  was  certain  that  Fred  would  have  shot  him  dead  on 
the  spot  if  he  had  done  so.  Fearnot  saw  that  he  was  de¬ 
serving  of  instant  death,  and  that  if  he  was  killed  it  was 
likely  that  his  men  would  refuse  to  avenge  him. 

However,  Hawkes  seemed  to  see  this,  so  he  lowered  his 
rifle  and  said: 

“Oh,  well,  I  was  only  joking.  But  that  shot  can  be 
made  if  the  man  who  holds  the  coin  has  the  nerve  to  hold 
his  arm  still.” 

“It  can  be  made,”  said  Fred,  “if  one  is  a  good  shot.  But 
I  fear  that  you  have  overrated  your  shooting.” 

Hawkes  was  astounded  at  the  cool  nerve  of  Fearnot. 

“You  couldn’t  do  it,”  he  said,  huskily;  “if  you  show 
me  that  you  kin  do  that  I  will  give  you  the  right  to  pros¬ 
pect  all  you  want  to  in  Lost  Gulch.  There  ain’t  another 
man  in  the  country  that  could  get  me  to  agree  to  that.” 

“I  do  not  ask  that  of  you,”  said  Fred,  coolly,  “but  I  will 
perform  the  trick  if  you  will  agree  that  I  and  my  pard 
shall  go  from  here  safely  and  without  hindrance  after  the 
shot  is  made.” 

“Oh,  I  see,”  sneered  the  villain;  “you  are  afraid  that  I 
am  going  to  do  you  harm,  are  you?” 

“I  am  not  afraid  of  any  harm  that  you  may  do  me.  But 
I  do  not  care  to  get  into  any  serious  affray  with  you  or 
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your  men.  I  should  shoot  to  kill,  and  probably  would  be  mind  to  pink  a  couple  of  them  from  here  to  give  them  a 
killed  myself.  But  there  is  one  thing  you  can  depend  Wesson.” 

“let  us  do  it, 


upon,  and  that  is  that  1  would  shoot  to  kill  you  instantly.  I  “Gee  whiz!”  exclaimed  Terry,  eagerly, 

You  would  never  escape  my  aim,  for  1  am  a  dead  shot.”  bred.” 

Terry  raised  his  rifle,  but  Fred  gripped  the  barrel. 
“Hold  on,  Terry;  if  you  fire,  be  sure  that  you  do  not 
fire  to  kill.  Simply  fire  to  wound.” 


Hawkes  paled  a  little. 

Like  all  desperadoes  of  his  class,  he  was  at  heart  a  cow¬ 
ard. 

“Waal,”  he  said,  gruffly,  “show  me  that  you  kin  make 
that  shot  and  l  will  agree  to  let  you  go  without  further 
hindrance.  But  never  show  up  in  these  parts  agin.  This 
is  my  country,  and  I  don't  allow  trespass. ” 

Fred  asked  for  the  Mexican  dollar,  and  asked  Terry  to 
step  out  where  the  other  man  was  and  hold  the  coin  up. 
Ten  v  at  once  obeyed.  He  held  the  coin  between  his 
thumb  and  finger,  and  Fred  carefully  took  aim 
and  the  coin  Hew  out  of  Terry's  hand. 

The  bullet  had  twisted  the  coin,  and  Terry  was  unhurt. 

There  were  gasps  from  the  outlaws,  who  all  stared  at 
Fred  and  at  Terry  with  increased  respect.  Hawkes  was 
silent  for  a  full  minute,  and  looked  at  the  ground.  Then 
he  raised  his  head  and  said : 

“See  here,  you  fellows  ain't  no  greenhorns.  Y’ou  know 
how  to  shoot,  and  you  air  up  here  in  the  hills  to  prospect. 
1  posted  signs  at  Halfway  and  at  other  places  that  any 
miner  caught  up  here  would  be  shot  without  mercy.  Now, 
i  ought  to  shoot  you,  but  as  long  as  1  gave  my  word  that 
vou  could  go  free,  I  am  going  to  keep  it.  Look  out  that 
you  don't  come  back  here  agin,  though.” 

The  villain  hissed  these  words,  and  his  eyes  showed  a 


All  right,”  said  Terry,  calmly,  “I  am  going  to  pick 
that  fellow’s  hat  off.  I  ought  to  bore  his  carcass,  but  as 
long  as  you  think  it  not  best,  I  will  refrain.” 

With  that,  Terry  fired,  and  the  outlaw’s  hat  flew’  off  his 
head.  In  an  instant  the  gang  dropped  on  the  ground  and 
be^an  to  crawl  to  cover.  It  w’as  really  comical  to  see  them. 
But  now’  Fred  fired  tw'ice  in  quick  succession.  He  hit 
He  fired  one  in  the  leg  and  another  in  the  arm.  It  w’as  hardly  like¬ 
ly  that  either  wound  would  prove  fatal,  and  would  serve  as 
a  lesson  to  them. 

The  boys  w'ere  elated  at  the  opportunity  for  retaliation, 
and  they  tried  to  get  another  shot.  But  the  gang  beat 
such  a  hasty  retreat  that  it  was  not  possible. 

They  disappeared  among  the  rocks,  and  that  was  all 
there  w’as  to  it.  Fred  and  Terry  now’  rode  on  down  the 
mountain  side,  and  after  an  hour's  hard  ride  they  came 
to  the  foothills. 

Here  they  struck  the  regular  trail  to  Halfway. 
Halfwray  wras  a  mining  camp  wrhere  the  miners  had  usu¬ 
ally  stopped  to  rest  and  get  a  drink  before  going  into  the 
hills.  There  wras  a  big  dance  hall  and  saloon  there  called 
the  Miners’  Rest. 

When  the  tw-o  youths  got  down  to  Halfwav  thev  were 


malevolent  light.  Fred  and  Terry  at  once  started  away  ...  ,  .  ,  . 

down  the  trail.  They  went  on  until  at  last  a  bend  in  the  tired  out.  It  was  getting  dark,  and  they  were 

trail  hid  them  from  sight  of  the  outlaws.  «lad  to  flnd  1uarters  ln  a  sort  of  sma11  tavern’  over  the 


Then  they  hastened  their  ponies,  and  at  last  rode  into 
a  clump  of  trees  beside  the  trail  and  changed  their  course. 

“We  don't  want  to  take  too  many  chances,”  said  Fred;  pRijp*  0f  ven0w~ 
“there  is  no  telling  what  he  might  do.  He  might  change 
his  mind  and  fire  after  us.  Those  kind  of  men  are  treach¬ 
erous  as  snakes.” 

“That  is  right,  Fred,”  agreed  Terry;  “I  think  we  got 
out  of  that  scrape  lucky.  But  it  is  easy  to  see  that  it  would 
be  folly  to  try  to  develop  that  silver  mine  until  after  this 
gang  are  disposed  of.” 

“That  is  right,  and  it  is  going  to  be  a  tough  job  to  wflpe 
them  out.  They  are  no  doubt  strong,  and  there  are  so 
many  nooks  and  corners  in  the  hills  w’here  they  can  hide 
that  it  would  be  almost  impossible  to  track  them  down.” 

This  was  beyond  a  doubt  true. 

Fred  and  Terr}’  were  careful  to  shun  the  regular  trail, 
and  it  proved  that  they  did  right. 

They  came  out  finally  upon  a  little  spur  of  the  mountain 
wall,  and  below  them  lay  the  trail.  There,  huddled  behind 
a  bend  in  the  trail,  they  saw  a  number  of  men. 

Beyond  a  doubt  they  were  the  mountain  men,  and  they 
were  lying  in  wait  for  the  twro  prospectors.  Repenting 
their  promise,  they  had  very  likely  decided  to  dispose  of 
Fearnot  and  Olcott  before  they  could  get  out  of  the  hills. 

“Ugh!”  exclaimed  Terry,  “that  was  a  close  escape  for 
us,  Fred.  They  would  have  wiped  us  out  easily.” 


door  of  which  w’as  the  sign : 

“The  Golden  Grill.” 

Fred  whistled  as  he  read  the  sign  painted  in  red  on  a 


“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  Terry?  Quite  a  high- 
sounding  name  for  a  public  house  in  a  place  like  this.  I 
guess  the  proprietor  is  a  poetic  sort  of  chap.” 

“It  looks  that  way,  Fred.  I  wonder  if  we  can  put  up 
here  ?” 

The  boys  approached  the  tavern.  They  saw  that  a  num¬ 
ber  of  miners  w’ere  drinking  and  playing  cards  in  the  bar¬ 
room.  But  they  passed  through  and  at  last  found  the  pro¬ 
prietor.  He  was  far  from  being  possessed  of  a  poetic  ap¬ 
pearance.  He  was  short  and  very  large  of  abdomen,  and 
with  a  nose  that  was  as  red  and  large  as  a  ripe  tomato. 

But  he  welcomed  the  boys  with  a  grin,  and  declared 
that  lie  could  give  them  a  room  and  something  to  eat.  The 
ponies  were  turned  into  a  corral. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE  AFFAIR  IX  THE  BAR-ROOM. 


I- red  and  Lorry  were  not  greatly  impressed  with  their 
!  quarters  in  the  tavern  of  the  Golden  Grill. 

“I  guess  you  are  right,”  admitted  Fred;  "we  did  the*  They  were  dirty,  and  the  blanket;  on  the  hod  wore 
right  tiling  in  taking  leave  of  the  trail.  But  1  have  half  a  filthy  that  Fred  promptly  pulled  them  off  saving- 
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“I  guess  that  we  can  sleep  without  these,  Terry  ;  I  don't 
believe  that  we  will  need  them." 

"You  are  right,  Fred.  1  would  rather  sleep  on  the 

floor.” 

I  lie  boys,  however,  placed  their  saddles  and  rifles  in  a 
corner  of  the  room,  and  then  they  went  downstairs  to  get 
something  to  eat.  They  found  that  the  food  was  very 
coarse  and  common,  being  bear  steak  and  cakes. 

The  bear  steak  would  have  been  all  right  if  it  had  been 
properly  cooked.  It  was  tough  and  stringy,  which  was  the 
fault  of  the  cook. 

“Oh,  well,  Fred,”  laughed  Terry,  “we  will  put  up  with 
this  for  a  day  or  two.  As  soon  as  we  can  organize  a  body 
of  armed  men  to  go  into  the  hills,  we  will  cook  our  own 
food,  and  that  will  give  us  better  living.” 

“Sure  thing,  Terry.  I  believe  that  we  can  shoot  ante¬ 
lope  in  some  of  the  valleys  up  there,  and  find  plenty  of 
other  game.” 

The  bojrs  left  the  table  and  walked  into  the  bar-room. 
They  wanted  to  get  a  line  on  the  sort  of  men  there  were  in 
the  place.  They  knew  that  they  must  find  the  right  kind 
of  men  to  make  up  a  band  of  vigilants,  for  all  would  de¬ 
pend  upon  their  honesty  and  character. 

If  they  were  not  the  right  kind  it  would  be  foolish  to 
organize  such  a  band,  as  they  would  not  stand  up  to  fight 
against  such  desperate  men  as  the  Hawkes  gang. 

The  two  bovs  hung  about  the  bar-room  a  while,  until 
finally  Fred  saw  a  hulking  sort  of  chap  who  was  called  by 
the  others  Jim  Dodge.  He  seemed  to  be  an  honest,  bluff 
kind  of  a  chap,  and  Fred  at  last  contrived  to  get  a  word 
with  him. 

He  struck  up  a  conversation  with  him,  and  it  did  not 
take  him  long  to  learn  that  he  was  a  simple-minded  sort 
of  chap,  but  with  honest  heart  and  good  character. 

Fred  decided  that  he  was  the  sort  of  chap  that  he 
wanted.  He  gradually  brought  up  the  subject  of  the 
Hawkes  gang. 

Dodge  shrugged  his  huge  shoulders  and  said : 

“Say,  boss,  they  are  a  bad  lot.  I  had  a  fine  claim  up 
there  and  was  doiDg  well  with  it.  I  have  a  family  back 
East,  and  I  had  hoped  to  get  enough  out  of  that  claim  to 
go  back  and  make  them  happy.  But  that  cur  stopped  all 
the  placer  mining  up  there,  and  now  I  am  on  my  uppers 
again.” 

“It  would  seem  to  me,”  said  Fred,  “that  the  prospectors 
here  ought  to  get  together  and  wipe  that  gang  off  the 
map.” 

Dodge  put  up  a  finger  and  looked  about  in  a  fearful 
way. 

“Mister,  that  is  dangerous  talk.  Those  chaps  have 
confederates  all  over  this  town.  They  are  strongly  in  force 
herr*,  and  it  will  not  be  easy  to  wipe  them  out.” 

‘•That  is  because  you  are  all  afraid  of  them,”  said  Fred; 
“J  think  you  are  foolish  to  be  afraid  of  them.” 

“Oh,  mv!”  gasped  Dodge,  “I  don’t  believe  you  know 
about  them.  Why,  they  are  sure  to  get  any  man  who  dares 
to  o pen  his  mouth  about  them.  East  week  a  miner  named 
Joe  Iy*dair,  who  was  driven  from  his  claim,  came  in  here 
and  ir-gan  to  talk  about  them.  He  was  found  dead  the 
morning  with  a  knife  in  his  back.  He  is  only  one 
of  many  who  have  died  the  same  way.” 


“That  is  all  the  more  reason  why  something  should  be 
done  about  it,”  said  Fred;  “is  it  possible  to  get  twenty- 
five  or  more  brave  men  together  here  who  will  be  willing  to 
go  into  the  hills  and  hunt  those  villains  down?” 

Dodge  looked  at  Fred  in  a  piercing  way. 

“Who  will  lead  them?”  he  asked. 

“I  will,”  said  Fred. 

“Mister,  are  you  a  fighter?” 

“I  am  not  afraid,  if  that  is  what  you  mean.  Now, 
Dodge,  I  believe  that  you  are  a  brave  man.  Will  you 
stand  in  with  us  and  make  up  a  band  of  men  who  will  take 
up  the  fight  against  that  gang?” 

Dodge  looked  at  Fred  a  moment  in  a  nonplussed  way. 
It  was  some  time  before  he  ventured  to  reply. 

“Friend,”  be  said  at  last,  “I  don't  just  know  how  to 
answer  your  question.  T  am  willing  to  fight  if  others  will. 
I  believe  that  they  ought  to  be  wiped  out,  but  I  hardly 
believe  that  twenty-five  men  can  do  it.” 

“I  am  sure  that  twentv-five  men  well  armed  and  brave 
and  firm  can  go  up  there  in  the  hills,  and  with  good  gen¬ 
eralship  wipe  that  gang  off  the  map,”  said  Fred;  “tiiey 
are  cowards,  all  of  them.  The  leader,  Hawkes,  is  tne 
worst  coward  of  them  all.” 

“Boss,  did  you  ever  meet  Bud  Hawkes?” 

“I  met  him  this  very  day.” 

With  that  Fred  told  Dodge  of  his  and  Terry’s  experi¬ 
ence  with  the  gang.  Dodge  listened  with  interest.  When 
Fred  finished  he  spat  out  a  chew  of  tobacco,  and  said, 
earnestly : 

“You  did  well!  You  were  lucky  to  get  away  from 
Hawkes.  It  is  a  wonder  that  he  didn’t  kill  you.  He  sel¬ 
dom  lets  a  man  get  away  from  him  if  there  is  any  cause 
to  kill  him.” 

“Well,  you  can  see  that  I  and  my  partner  are  here,”  said 
Fred;  “we  got  away  all  right  by  means  of  a  bluff.” 

“It  was  pooty  clever  of  you.” 

“Now,  you  have  not  answered  my  question,”  said  Fred. 

Dodge  hemmed  and  hawed  a  little  and  looked  about  the 
room.  There  was  a  thin,  wiry  sort  of  man  near  the  door, 
and  he  was  looking  at  them.  At  once  Dodge  beckoned 
him,  saying: 

“There  is  Wiry  Bill  Ward.  He  is  about  the  pluckiest 
and  most  daring  man  in  these  parts.  If  he  will  agree  to  go 
in  with  you,  I  will.” 

The  fellow  named  Wiry  Bill  Ward  nodded  in  answer  to 
the  signal  of  Dodge,  and  walked  leisurely  over.  He  was  a 
short  man  with  narrow  shoulders,  but  a  wiry  figure  that 
showed  that  he  made  up  in  agility  for  what  he  lacked  in 
weight. 

Wiry  Bill  looked  at  Fred  and  Terry  in  a  furtive  wav  ns 
«/  *  «/ 

he  came  up.  But  Dodge  introduced  him,  and  then  said: 

“Bill,  you  are  about  the  gamest  man  in  these  parts. 
Will  you  stand  in  with  these  gents  in  a  fight  agin  Bud 
Hawkes  and  his  men?” 

Wiry  Bill  started  and  looked  at  Fred  and  Terry  in  a 
wondering  way.  It  was  plain  that  the  question  surprised 
him  greatly. 

“See  here,”  he  asked,  “what  is  all  this  about?  It  ain’t 
a  joke,  is  it?” 

“Oh,  my,  no!”  said  Dodge;  “it  is  a  sure  thing.  Fenr- 
not  and  his  friend  here  arc  trying  to  get  together  a  band 
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of  men  who  will  dare  to  go  up  in  the  mountains  and  wipe 
that  gang  off  the  map.’’ 

Wiry  Bill  turned  to  Fred. 

“Is  that  straight  goods?” 

“It  is,”  said  Fred;  “we  are  here  to  get  together  a  band  j 
of  men  who  will  go  up  there  and  fight.  We  don't  want  any 
men  who  are  chicken-hearted  or  afraid  to  fight.  We  are  in 
earnest,  and  this  is  the  time  to  act.  If  those  villains  are. 
to  be  permitted  to  run  things  as  they  are  running  them 
now,  it  will  be  useless  for  honest  men  to  remain  about 
here.  The  miners  and  their  families  might  as  well  get 
out.” 

“Boss,  you  are  right,”  said  the  wiry  one,  with  a  click 
of  his  jaws;  “you  can  bet  I  will  stand  by  ye.  I  lost  my 
claim  with  others  up  there,  an'd  1  will  go  up  thar  with  you 
even  if  no  one  else  will  go.” 

That  settled  it  for  Dodge.  He  instantly  caught  the 
hand  of  Wiry  Bill,  and  cried: 

“You  are  all  right,  Bill.  I  am  with  you.  We  will  stand 
by  these  gents,  for  they  are  all  right.  Now  we  kin  rake 
up  men,  I  know,  if  we  go  about  it  secretly.  It  won't  do  to 
talk  openly,  as  there  are  too  many  of  the  Hawkes  gang 
hanging  about  here.  You  don’t  know  who  they  are,  and 
even  the  keeper  of  this  hotel  might  be  one  of  them,  for 
rill  you  know.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred ;  “if  he  is,  he  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  himself.”  *  } 

But  just  at  that  moment  the  door  of  the  bar-room 
opened,  and  in  walked  a  singular  looking  man.  He  was 
very  1  o  1 !  and  wore  top  boots  and  a  coat  of  the  Prince  Albert 
type  ile  had  a  long,  flowing,  white  beard.  He  was  ai 
pc,.  •;  :*  d-biiiit  man  in  spite  of  his  age. 

White  hair  hung  down  upon  his  shoulders,  and  he  was  j 
a  picturesque  figure.  The  two  men,  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill,, 
glanced  at  him,  and  Dodge  said: 

“Sl> !  there  is  old  Whitey  now.  What  is  he  here  for?”  j 

Fred  was  struck  by  the  appearance  of  the  old  man,  and 
asked  about  him.  Dodge  then  told  him  that  he  was  named 
Sumner  White,  and  that  he  was  the  pal  of  the  outlaw, 
Hawkes. 

lie  was  a  dead  shot,  and  noted  as  a  bad  man,  as  well  as  ! 
Hawkes.  Wherever  h'c  went  the  rough  miners  stepped 
aside,  for  none  of  them  cared  to  court  trouble  with  him. 

White  walked  to  the  bar  and  thumped  his  hand  on  the  : 

board?  ioudlv. 

*  \ 

“Hum!”  be  cried  in  a  deep-toned  voice;  “I  want  rum.” 

The  bartender  fell  over  himself  in  his  baste  to  bring  out  \ 
a  bottle  and  place  it  on  the  bar.  But  before  he  could  fur¬ 
nish  a  glass,  old  Whitey  took  up  Hie  bottle  and  raised  it  to 
his  lips,  and  it  looked  as  if  he  was  going  to  drain  it  before 
he  put  it  down. 

But  he  placed  it  on  the  bar  finally,  and  then  threw  down 
a  coin.  He  leaned  against  the  bar  a  moment,  and  then  • 
glanced  about  the  room  in  a  sort  of  casual  way. 

His  gaze  rested  a  moment  on  Fred  and  Terrv.  Instantlv  ! 
bo  straightened  up  and  looked  at  them  closely. 

“Howdy,  strangers!”  he  said  in  his  foghorn  voice;' 
“have  a  glass  of  rum.  Make  it  a  bottle  if  you  want  to.* 
Come  up  and  drink !” 

Now,  neither  F red  nor  Terry  ever  drank.  They  hesi¬ 
tated  a  moment,  and  then  Fred  said  in  a  polite  way: 


<c 


Excuse  me,  sir,  but  we  do  not  drink.” 

Old  Whitey  choked  a  little  and  his  face  grew  very  red. 
“Come  up  and  have. some  rum!”  he  thundered. 
Lookout,  Fearnot,”  whispered  Dodge;  “better  make 
believe  to  drink,  for  he  will  take  it  as  an  insult  if  you  do 
not  do  that.” 

“He  will  have  to  take  it  as  an  insult,  then,”  said  Fred, 
coolly;  “I  will  never  drink.  I  always  do  as  I  please.” 

Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill,  who  had  just  been  protesting  such 

courage  in  their  purpose  to  go  into  the  hills  and  fight 

Hawkes,  seemed  to  cower  back  before  the  fierce  eyes  of  the 

old  white-bearded  man.  White  stood  a  moment  at  the 

bar  and  looked  at  Fred  and  Terr}-  with  a  sort  of  dead  light 

in  his  eves. 

%/ 

As  the  two  youths  still  stood  back  and  did  not  go  to  the 
bar,  he  made  a  move  to  his  rear  pocket.  But  Fred  had 
anticipated  this  move  and  was  ready  for  it. 

Quick  as  lightning  Fred  reached  back  and  yanked  his 
own  gun  out  and  covered  the  old  outlaw.  White  stopped 
in  his  move  to  draw  as  he  saw  the  determined  eye  of  Fear¬ 
not  back  of  the  pistol  muzzle. 

“Put  up  thet  gun!”  he  said,  hoarsely,  “yon  confounded 
fool!  Any  man  who  draws  a  gun  on  me  will  pay  for  it.” 

“In  that  case,”  said  Fred,  coldly,  “I  believe  that  I  will 
put  an  end  to  all  danger  by  shooting  you  dead.” 

And  Fred  made  as  if  to  press  the  trigger.  The  old  out¬ 
law  straightened  up  a  little  and  a  slight  pallor  ran  across 
his  face.  But  Fred,  of  course,  had  no  idea  of  firing  at 
him. 

He  was  simply  testing  his  nerve.  White  stood  at  the 
bar  (a,nd  looked  at  Fred.  He  stood  there  a  full  minute 
while  Fred  held  him  covered. 

“Well,”  he  said  at  last,  hoarsely,  “how  long  are  you 
going  to  hold  me  here?  Make  it  short.” 

“I  am  going  to  hold  you  until  I  have  learned  some  facts 
about  you,”  said  the  plucky  youth.  “I  want  you  to  answer 
mv  |  quest  ions,  too.” 

It  was  certainly  humiliating  to  old  Whitey  to  be  held  up, 
thus  before  the  gang  of  miners  and  gamblers  in  the  bar¬ 
room.  He  was  not  used  to  that  sort  of  thing,  and  if  he 
had  once  suspected  that  Fred  would  hold  him  up  he  would 
have  shot  him  first.  . 

But  Fred,  still  keeping  the  old  villain  covered,  asked: 

“Arp  yqji  a  partner  of  Bud  Hawkes,  the  vilest  rascal  in 
these  parts?” 

The  old  outlaw  flushed  hotly. 

“1  am  a  pal  of  Hawkes,  but  he  is  not  the  vilest  rascal 
in  these  parts.” 

“Who  is  the  vilest  rascal,  then?”  asked  Fred. 

“Well,  maybe  I  am,”  said  White,  witji  a  sort  of  delight 
at  the  chance  of  getting  hack  at  Fred. 

“In  that  event,”  said  Fred,  “I  believe  that  it  will  bo  a 
fine  idea  to  take  you  out  here  and  string  you  up  to  the 
nearest  tree.  \ou  are  not  in  any  sense  a  desirable  citizen. 
To  rid  this  community  of  such  as  you  is  our  purpose.” 

“See  here,”  said  the  old  outlaw  in  a  smooth  manner, 
“tell  me  if  you  are  the  chaps  that  had  the  shooting  natch 
with  Hawkes  up  in  the  hills?” 

“Ye  are  the  same,”  sa'd  Fred. 

The  outlaw  whistled  and  smiled. 

*1  might  have  known  it,“  he  said;  “you  got  the  U>t 
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ot  the  old  man,  certainly.  lie  told  me  about  it,  and  he  is 
pung  to  get  you  for  it.  You  did  fool  him  all  right.  He 
says  you  could  shoot  the  hairs  out  of  a  coyote’s  whiskers 
at  a  mile.  But  he  now  knows  that  he  was  a  fool  to  let 
you  get  away.  He  is  going  to  get  you.” 

“All  right,”  laughed  Fred;  “let  him  try  it.  We  are, 
on  the  other  hand,  organizing  to  get  him.  It  looks  as  if 
we  had  you  already.  If  we  get  him  next,  I  reckon  that  the 
job  is  done.  Tour  men  will  hardly  hang  out  after  you  two 
leaders  are  hung  up.” 

Old  Whitey  had  all  the  while  been  looking  about  in  a 
furtive  way.  Fred  guessed  that  he  was  looking  for  a 
chance  to  escape. 

f  red  knew  well  that  the  old  rascal  might  have  pals  in 
the  place,  and  he  whispered  to  Terry  to  have  his  gun 
ready.  Also,  he  made  a  motion  to  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill 
W  ard  to  remain  ready  for  a  ruction  if  it  should  come. 

But  neither  of  these  men  seemed  to  have  nerve.  They 
hung  back  in  a  fearsome  way  ^s  if  they  were  afraid  that 
they  would  get  into  trouble. 

Fred  was.  angry,  and  made  up  his  mind  that  they  would 
be  of  little  aid  in  any  organized  attempt  to  rid  the  region 
of  Hawkes.  They  would  get  into  a  fight  in  the  hills  only 
to  lose  nerve  and  run.  ■  • 

At  least  this  was  how  it  seemed  to  Fred.  It  proved, 
however,  that  Fred  was  wrong  in  his  reasoning. 

It  was  not  strange  that  these  men,  who  had  lived  in  the 
vicinity  so  long  and  had  seen  so  much  of  the  power  of  the 
terrible  avenger,  Hawkes,  should  cringe  slightly  with  fear. 
But  they  were  none  the  less  brave,  and  if  a  fight  was 
started  they  would  surely  do  their  best. 

But  Fred  was  determined  to  make  a  prisoner  of  old 
Whitey  on  the  spot  if  possible.  So  he  moved  nearer,  cov¬ 
ering  him  all  the  while.  The  old  outlaw  said,  gruffly : 

“Oh,  say,  tenderfoot,  put  up  that  gun.  You  can’t  come 
that  on  me.  I  can  make  a  sign  this  moment  that  will  see 
your  hide  perforated  ten  times  by  bullets.  There  are  a 
half  dozen  of  my  men  right  here  at  this  moment,  and  they 
only  wait  the  signal  from  me  to  shoot  you  into  shoe¬ 
strings.  I  advise  you  to  stand  back  and  let  me  pass.  We 
will  put  up  our  guns  and  have  no  shooting.  What  say?” 

Fred  and  Terry,  however,  were  not  of  this  mind.  They 
knew  that  if  they  yielded  and  let  the  old  scamp  go  free, 
now  that  he  was  under  the  cover  of  Fred’s  pistol,  they 
would  injure  their  cause.  The  men  who  had  promised  to 
join  their  organization  would  weaken,  and  the  project 
might  fall  through.  Such  men  need  example,  and  if  they 
find  that  example  weak,  that  makes  them  weak,  too. 

So  Fred  told  Terry  to  keep  the  old  outlaw  covered,  and, 
walking  right  up  to  him,  Fred  took  some  cord  out  of  his 
pocket,  and  said: 

“Hold  out  your  wrists!” 

Whitey  refused  Fred  insisted,  and  at  last  grabbed  the 
old  man’s  wrist.  Instantly  Whitey  swung  about  and  shot 
out  his  right  foot,  tripping  Fred  and  sending  him  to  the 
floor.  Terrv  was  ready  to  fire  at  him,  but  the  position  of 
The  outlaw'  wa-  such  that  he  could  not  do  so  without  danger 
of  hitting  Fred.  So  he  refrained. 

\s  old  Wh hev  gained  this  advantage  over  Fearnot,  he 
swung  closer  to  the  door,  and  suddenly,  before  Fred  could 


recover  and  close  with  him,  he  dashed  back  through  the 
door  and  into  the  darkness  outside. 

Terry  fired  into  the  gloom  outside,  but  only  a  mocking 
laugh  came  back,  and  old  Whitey  was  out  of  sight  and 
range.  * 

There  was  a  commotion  in  the  bar-room  at  once. 

The  miners  and  the  gamblers  all  flocked  to  the  door 
now  that  the  danger  was  over.  In  fact,  Fred  and  Terry 
more  than  half  expected  that  bullets  would  come  flying 
about  them  from  the  guns  of  colleagues  of  the  outlaw  who 
were  undoubtedly  in  the  room. 

But  nothing  of  the  kind  happened. 

For  some  reason  they  did  not  take  the  matter  up,  and 
after  old  Whitey  had  left  there  was  a  hubbub  in  the  bar¬ 
room.  There  were  a  number  of  the  gamblers  who  looked 
at  Fred  in  anger. 

“See  here,”  spoke  up  one  of  them,  who  was  a  tough 
chap,  “what  right  had  you  to  dip  into  that  old  man?  Pie 
is  four  times  as  old  as  you.” 

Fred  looked  coolly  at  the  gambler. 

“P’hat  is  my  business,”  he  said,  curtly. 

“Oh,  is  it?”  sneered  the  gambler;  “I  will  make  it  mine, 
too.  Don’t  you  try  to  be  impudent  to  me,  you  little  sala¬ 
mander.  I  will  knock  your  head  off  for  a  penny.” 

Fred  made  no  reply,  but  turned  to  Terry  and  Dodge  and 
Wiry  Bill.  This  action  v'as  misinterpreted  by  the  gambler, 
who  thought  it  indicated  fear  on  the  part  of  Fearnot. 

He  stepped  up  and  gave  Fred  a  cuff  right  across  the 
ear. 

Fred  was  so  astonished  that  for  a  moment  he  could  not 
recover  himself.  Then  he  whirled  about,  saying: 

“\Vhat  is  that  for,  you  cur?” 

“It  is  for  insulting  a  friend  of  mine !”  hissed  the  miner; 
“I  will  dare  you  to  pick  it  up,  too.” 

With  that  he  made  a  motion  to  give  Fred  another  cuff. 
But  Fred  caught  his  arm  in  mid-air,  and  quick  as  light¬ 
ning  he  swung  the  gambler  around  and  gave  him  a  kick 
in  the  rear  that  fairly  lifted  him  from  his  feet  and  set  him 
down  Aard  on  the  floor. 

That  drew  a  roar  of  laughter  from  the  crowd,  and  they 
began  to  hoot  at  the  combative  gambler  who  was  going  to 
take  up  the  quarrel  of  the  outlaw.  They  were  certainly 
on  Fearnot’s  side  that  time. 

The  gambler,  whose  name  was  John  Hood,  scran. bled* 

!  to  his  feet  with  a  face  of  scarlet  hue. 

He  tried  to  draw  his  gun,  but  Terry  caught  his  wrist 
and  yanked  the  weapon  from  the  holster,  throw  tug  it 
across  the  room.  There  was  a  scattering  by  the  others, 
and  then  the  cry  arose : 

“Oh,  say,  give  him  a  chance!  Let  him  draw!  The  best 
man  wins.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred,  who  knew  that  the  only  way  to 
win  this  gang  of  rough  men  was  to  make  a  stirring  ex¬ 
ample;  “let  him  have  his  gun.  We  will  face  each  other  at 
five  paces  and  let  some  one  give  the  word  to  fire.  I  guess 
that  it  will  settle  the  controversy  for  both  of  us.” 

But  of  course  the  gambler  had  not  the  nerve  to  accept 
this  proposal.  He  knew  well  that  it  would  mean  death  to 
both,  and  he  was  not  prepared  to  commit  suicide. 

But  he  recovered  his  gun,  though  he  did  not  dare  to 
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make  an  attempt  to  use  it,  as  Terry  had  his  own  gun  in 
his  sleeve  ready  to  use. 

Then  there  was  an  attempt  made  to  pacify  the  gambler 
by  his  friends. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

ORGANIZING  THE  VIGILANTS. 

Gambler  Hood  cooled  down  at  last,  though  it  was  cer¬ 
tain  that  he  only  awaited  his  chance  to  get  even  with  Fred. 

Knowing  that,  Terry  kept  his  eye  on  the  fellow.  All 
this  while  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill  had  not  figured  greatly  in 
the  affair  except  by  standing  back  and  keeping  out  of  it. 

They  had  not  evinced  much  courage. 

Now,  however,  Dodge  managed  to  get  near  enough  to 
Fred  to  say: 

“Say,  boss,  you  are  in  danger.  I  advise  you  to  get  out  of 
here  as  quick  as  you  can.  Bill  and  I  are  going  to  help  you, 
but  there  are  too  many  here  who  are  in  sympathy  with 
old  Whitey. 

“I  see,”  said  Fred,  coolly;  “your  advice  may  be  good, 
but  I  cailnot  accept  it  at  present.  Now,  if  there  are  any 
men  of  nerve  here  who  dare  to  join  our  project,  I  am  going 
to  find  them  out.” 

Then  Fred  addressed  the  men  in  the  bar-room,  saying : 

“Men,  I  will  be  pleased  if  you  give  me  your  attention.  I 
have  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to  say  to  you. 
It  concerns  the  welfare  of  every  honest  miner  in  these 
parts,  and  also  the  future  of  Halfway  and  other  mining 
camps  about  here.  You  all  know  that  there  is  gold  in 
Lost  Gulch.  You  also  know  that  a  ban  has  been  placed  on 
mining  there  by  a  band  of  robbers  who  have  no  right  to  the 
claims  at  all.  You  have  been  driven  from  your  claims,  and 
are  huddled  up  here  in  Halfway,  afraid  to  act  or  to  make 
protest.  It  is  an  easy  matter  to  put  an  end  to  this  sort  of 
thing  if  you  will  all  get  together  and  act.  I  call  upon 
every  man  of  grit  and  nerve  to  join  us  in  organizing  a 
band  to  go  into  the  Gulch  and  wipe  out  the  whole  band  of 
thugs.  Are  you  ready  to  do  this,  and  will  you  do  it?  All 
those  who  are  willing  to  join  this  movement  will  please 
step  forward.  Have  no  fear  of  consequences,  for  in  union 
there  is  strength,  and  if  a  fair  number  of  you  will  join  us, 
there  will  be  no  trouble  in  making  Lost  Gulch  a  law- 
abiding  community,  and  mining  will  be  safe  hereafter.  I 
ask  every  brave  man  among  you  to  step  up  and  join  this 
movement.” 

There  was  a  startled  silence  after  Fred  had  finished  his 
speech.  He  stood  looking  out  over  the  dark-browed  lot  of 
rough  men.  He  knew  that  there  were  at  least  a  dozen 
miners  who  would  be  only  too  glad  to  take  a  hand  in  wip¬ 
ing  out  the  Hawkes  hand  if  they  dared.  Fred's  belief  was 
that  a  determined  and  open  stand  would  give  them  confi¬ 
dence  in  the  move,  and  do  more  to  enlist  them  than  any¬ 
thing  else. 

So  lie  faced  the  bar-room  full  of  men  with  cool  manner. 
After  a  moment  of  most  profound  silence  there  was  a  hiss 
from  the  corner  of  the  room.  Then  there  was  a  little  ap¬ 
plause. 
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Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill,  to  their  credit,  stepped  up  and 
said  : 

“We  are  with  ye,  boss!” 

Instantly  there  was  an  outcry  from  Gambler  Hood. 

“You  are  marked  men!  You  will  die  for  this!" 

“Are  they?”  cried  Fred,  hotly;  “take  care,  sir,  for  you 
will  be  marked  by  the  new  league  of  law  and  order  that 
is  being  organized  here.  The  first  duty  that  they  will  per¬ 
form  will  be  to  ride  you  out  of  this  place.” 

Hood  began  to  bluff  and  bluster,  and  there  were  several 
others  who  took  sides  with  him.  But  Fred  faced  them 
coolly,  and  there  was  a  glint  in  his  eyes  that  forbade  their 
attacking  him. 

Suddenly  one  of  the  miners  left  the  crowd  and  came 
forward,  saying: 

By  thunder!  Make  or  break,  I  am  with  you." 

That  makes  five,”  cried  Fred;  “I  only  want  a  score  of 
fighting  men,  and  I  will  guarantee  to  wipe  out  the  gang 
of  robbers.'5 

Another  miner  stepped  up.  In  another  moment  two 
more  came  forward,  in  fact,  within  a  few  moments  there 
were  ten  in  all  that  lined  up  with  Fred.  They  were  all 
armed  with  revolvers,  and  were  men  of  strong  type. 

Fred  was  pleased,  and  he  saw  that  he  had  secured  all 
that  he  was  likely  to  secure  from  that  bunch.  He  at  once 
addressed  them,  telling  them  that  all  must  be  ready  to 
start  in  the  morning  into  the  hills  to  fight  the  mountain 
men. 

He  made  a  thrilling  speech  that  filled  them  with  en¬ 
thusiasm,  for  Fred  was  eloquent  beyond  conception.  The 
men  were  carried  away  by  his  words,  and  all  swore  that 
they  would  stand  by  him. 

“Mister,”  cried  one  of  them,  “you  can  get  a  hundred 
men  here  if  you  try.  I  guess  that  would  be  enough  to 
wipe  out  Hawkes.  He  has  not  more  than  twenty  iii  his 
band.” 

“We  do  not  need  so  many,”  said  Fred:  “I  want  vou  to 
get  me  enough  to  make  up  a  score.  Then  you  must  re¬ 
port  in  the  morning  here  at  this  tavern.  We  will  at  once 
start  into  the  hills,  and  we  will  not  come  back  Until  we 
have  wiped  out  Hawkes.” 

The  miners  cheered.  It  was  plain  that  Fred  had  gained 
a  great  point.  He  had  the  crowd  with  him. 

The  gamblers,  and  those  who  stood  back  and  were  un¬ 
doubtedly  secret  agents  of  Hawkes,  tried  to  revile  and 
jeer  at  the  volunteers.  But  they  were  told’  to  hold  their 
tongues  in  a  forcible  wav  by  the  miners,  and  they  decided 
that  it  was  wise  to  do  so. 

Fred  was  more  than  pleased  to  think  that  he  had  secured 
so  many  on  the  start. 

Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill  were  now  right  in  the  game.  Thcv 
talked  to  the  others  and  seemed  to  be  ready  to  sacrifice 
their  lives  to  wipe  out  the  gang  of  mountain  men. 

But  that  was  all  that  could  bo  done  that  night.  Fred 
and  Terry,  after  a  long  talk  with  the  men,  finally  dis¬ 
banded  them  for  the  night.  It  was  agreed  that  all  would 
be  on  hand  the  next  day. 

l  hen  they  left  the  tavern.  Fred  and  Terry  went  to 
their  room.  But  as  they  were  going  up  the  -tails.  Dodge 
came  forward  and  said  in  a  whisper: 

“Sleep  with  your  guns  in  your  hands  to-night.  There 
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^  ill  be  an  attempt  made  to  put  you  out  of  the  s:ame  before 
morning.” 

“Me  are  on  our  guard,”  said  Fred,  coolly;  “we  have 
been  in  just  such  scrapes  before.” 

Just  then  old  Jim  Howe,  the  landlord,  came  hurriedly 
into  the  bar-room.  He  was  very  much  excited. 

He  had  heard  all  about  the  affair,  and  was  pale  with 
fright. 

“See  here,”  he  said  to  Fred  in  an  excited  tone,  “what  is 
all  this  about?  You  can't  stay  here  in  my  hotel  if  you 
start  anything  of  this  kind.  They  will  come  down  here 
and  burn  my  place  up.  I  can't  afford  to  take  chances. 
Aou  will  have  to  seek  other  quarters.”  # 

Fred  was  angry  at  this,  and  tried  to  argue  with  the  land¬ 
lord.  But  he  was  stiff  about  it,  and  declared  that  they 
must  get  out  of  his  house. 

The  miners  were  all  angry,  and  tried  to  reason  with  old 
Howe,  telling  him  that  the  Hawkes  gang  were  ruining  the 
town  and  business  there.  That  the}r  must  be  wiped  out  or 
there  would  be  no  town  very  soon. 

Old  Howe  would  not  listen  to  this. 

“I  don’t  care  anything  about  that,”  he  said;  “I  know 
that  Hawkes  and  White  are  good  patrons  of  mine.  I  don't 
care  who  owns  the  Lost  Gulch  claims,  and  if  they  can  hold 
onto  them,  let  them  do  so.  You  fellows  can  look  for  other 
claims.  There  are  lots  of  them  hereabouts.” 

“Oh,  see  here,  Howe,”  spoke  up  Dodge,  “what  is  the 
use?  Why  should  we  let  those  robbers  take  our  claims 
from  us?  There  are  enough  miners  in  Lost  Gulch  to  -wipe 
out  Hawkes,  and  it  only  needs  co-operation.  This  is  what 
we  have,  and  we  will  do  it,  too.” 

However.  Howe  insisted  that  Fred  and  Terry  must  seek 
lodgings  elsewThere,  and  at  last  Fred  said: 

“Very  well!  We  will  do  so.  We  will  sleep  out  of  doors 
if  we  can  find  no  other  place.” 

With  that,  Dodge  said  that  they  could  occupy  the  shanty 
which  was  owned  by  him  and  Wiry  Bill. 

“We  will  give  you  plenty  to  eat,  too,”  he  said,  heartily; 
“come  on  with  us.  You  will  be  safer,  too,  as  our  boys 
will  all  come  over  and  make  camp  right  by  our  shanty, 
and  w'e  will  be  ready  to  start  in  the  morning.  There  will 
be  double  our  number  before  nine  o’clock  to-morrow.” 

Fred  and  Terry  then  went  upstairs  and  brought  down 
their  saddles  and  their  other  effects.  With  that  they  left 
the  hotel,  and  Landlord  Howe  rubbed  his  hands  with  sat¬ 
isfaction. 

He  was  plainly  afraid  of  the  mountain  men,  and  knew 
that  he  must  get  any  persons  objectionable  to  them  out  of 
his  house  or  the  robbers  might  burn  it.  He  was  not  wholly 
to  blame,  though  Fred  said: 

“  He  will  have  no  more  to  risk  than  any  of  us.  Before 
they  can  get  down  here  to  fire  the  hotel  we  will  have  got 
them  penned  up  in  the  hills.” 

The  shanty  occupied  by  the  two  miners,  Dodge  and 
Bill  Ward,  was  not  far  from  the  tavern,  and  knowing  that 
the  two  leaders  of  the  organization  were  going  to  sleep 
fhf-re,  the  volunteers  to  the  number  of  over  a  dozen  de- 
(■](}<■(]  to  r-amp  out  about  the  cabin  and  be  ready  to  start 
pfa j y  jn  the  morning.  Also,  they  would  furnish  a  guard 
against  an  attack  by  any  members  of  the  Hawkes  gang 
that  might  be  in  town. 


Fred  was  pleased  and  so  was  Terry.  They  felt  that  they 
had  gained  a  great  victory  in  securing  these  men.  In  the 
morning  there  would  doubtless  be  others  come  to  the 
standard,  and  it  looked  easy  to  make  up  a  band  strong 
enough  to  destroy  the  outlaw  band. 

There  was  much  discussion  among  the  miners  that  night 
at  the  shanty,  and  it  was  late  before  all  retired  to  sleep. 
At  last,  however,  Fred  and  Terry  turned  in  and  were  soon 
sound  asleep. 

It  was  hardly  necessary  to  post  a  guard,  as  the  cabin  was 
surrounded  by  the  volunteers,  and  there  would  hardly  be 
a  show  for  the  mountain  men  if  they  made  an  attack  even 
if  they  had  most  of  their  band  in  the  town.  Hawkes  him¬ 
self  was  not  present,  and  it  was  more  than  likely  that 
old  Whitey  was  back  in  the  hills  also. 

But  the  morrow  promised  startling  developments. 

Fred  was  more  than  anxious  to  get  the  band  started 
into  the  hills  before  there  could  be  any  danger  of  disaffec¬ 
tion.  He  knew  that  the  time  to  strike  was  when  the  iron 
was  hot. 

The  miners  were  in  the  mood  to  fight,  and  it  was,  of 
course,  best  to  get  them  started  while  they  were  in  this 
mood.  So  the  next  morning  Fred  urged  that  they  start 
at  once. 

But  the  band  was  not  yet  complete,  for  there  was  danger 
in  going  into  the  camp  of  the  outlaws  with  too  small  a 
force. 

So  men  were  sent  into  the  town  to  seek  out  recruits. 
The  result  was  that  in  a  very  short  time  there  were  men 
flocking  to  the  shanty  ready  to  join  forces  with  the  vigi- 
lants. 

It  was  hardly  two  hours  after  sunrise  that  the  whole 
band  was  made  up.  There  were  over  a  score  of  them  ready 
to  fight. 

Fred  was  pleased,  as  he  saw  that  there  was  no  doubt  that 
they  would  be  able  to  give  the  outlaws  a  terrible  fight. 
When  the  men  were  all  brought  to  the  shanty  and  mar¬ 
shaled,  Fred  talked  to  them,  telling  them  that  they  must 
expect  to  fight,  and  that  they  were  going  to  drive  the  out¬ 
laws  out  of  the  hills. 

“We  shall  not  come  back  alive  unless  we  accomplish 
that  end,”  said  Fred;  “if  there  are  any  here  who  feel 
chicken-hearted  and  want  to  back  down,  this  is  the  time 
to  do  so.” 

But  to  the  credit  of  the  men  be  it  said,  not  one  of  them 
backed  out.  Then  Fred  led  the  way  and  soon  they  were 
all  making  progress  up  the  trail  into  the  hills. 

For  a  long  time  they  tramped  up  the  mountain  trails 
and  went  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  hills.  They  did  not 
take  horses,  as  it  was  well  known  that  it  would  be  ex¬ 
tremely  dangerous. 

There  was  a  sharp  watch  kept  for  signs  of  the  gang. 

It  was  known  that  at  any  time  they  might  pounce  upon 
them,  and  they  were  bound  to  be  ready  for  the  battle. 
Fred  sent  an  advance  guard  on  to  make  the  way  as  clear 
as  possible. 

Of  course,  the  outlaws  were  posted  all  right,  and  knew 
the  purpose  of  the  party  that  were  marching  into  the 
mountains.  The  mountain  men  would  surely  resist  them. 

On  they  marched,  and  it  was  high  noon  before  they 
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came  to  a  halt  to  rest.  So  far  nothing  had  been  seen  of 
the  mountain  men. 

This  seemed  odd  to  the  vigilants,  and  they  were  puz¬ 
zled. 

It  was  wondered  at  that  old  Hawkes  and  his  men  did 
not  offer  resistance  long  before  this.  However,  the  party 
camped  on  the  trail  for  a  few  hours  rest,  for  the  sun  was 
hot  and  the  day  was  oppressive. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  PRISONER. 

For  a  couple  of  hours  the  party  rested  on  the  trail.  Then 
they  arose  and  tramped  on. 

They  were  now  not  far  from  the  spot  where  Fred  and 
Terry  had  met  the  outlaw  chief  and  his  men.  Suddenly, 
as  they  came  to  a  bend  in  the  trail,  a  shot  rang  out,  and 
oiv  of  the  men  walking  in  advance  fell  dead. 

The  bullet  perforated  his  brain. 

In  a  moment  the  vigilants  sprang  to  cover. 

They  knew  that  the  attack  was  at  hand  and  that  they 
must  be  ready.  The  air  was  full  of  flying  bullets,  and  the 
crack  of  rifles  filled  the  canyon  with  a  din  that  was  fear- 
fill. 

'Ifiie  vigilants  answered  the  fire  rapidly  and  tried  to 
locate  their  foes  by  means  of  the  smoke  of  their  rifles. 
This  was  difficult,  as  the  air  took  the  smoke  clouds  away 
rapidly,  and  the  real  position  of  the  marksmen  was  not 
revealed. 

“I  say,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  who  was  lying  dose  to  Fear- 
not  in  a  hollow  of  the  rocks,  “I  don’t  believe  that  we  can 
get  at  them  this  way.  I  think  that  we  have  got  to  split  our 
force  and  advance  from  several  sides.  Suppose  I  taka 
part  of  the  men  and  creep  around  on  the  other  side  of  the 
mountain  and  see  if  we  cannot  come  up  on  them  in  the 
rear.” 

“That  is  a  splendid  plan,  Terry,”  said  Fred,  readily; 
“give  the  order.” 

So  the  order  was  passed  around  to  split  the  force,  and 
part  would  go  with  Fred  to  the  east  and  the  others  would 
follow  OlcOtt  to  the  west. 

It  looked  as  if  they  would  thus  be  able  to  get  in  the  rear 
of  the  gang,  and  perhaps  drive  them  onto  each  other.  In 
any  event,  it  would  cause  a  change  of  front. 

Terry  and  his  men  male  their  way  cautiously  under 
cover  of  ledges  and  rocks  to  the  other  side  of  the  mountain. 
Fred,  on  the  other  hand,  only  slightly  changed  his  position. 

Ho  knew  that  the  outlaws  would  fight  to  the  death  be¬ 
fore  they  would  be  taken.  At  least,  they  would  never  sur¬ 
render. 

But  suddenly,  as  Fred  and  his  men  were  changing  their 
position,  there  was  a  burst  of  flame  from  the  mountain 
side  above,  and  then  a  terrific  explosion  which  hurled  a 
half  dozen  men  in  the  air  and  sent  tons  of  rock  and  debris 
flying  through  the  air. 

Fred  realized  with  horror  what  had  happened. 

The  gang  had  thrown  a  bomb  oT  dynamite  down  into 
their  midst.  It  had  killed  half  of  their  number  and 


wounded. others.  It  was  a  thrilling  moment  for  the  others, 
as  they  did  not  know  but  that  another  bomb  might  wipe 
them  all  out. 

But  Fred  acted  quickly. 

He  shouted  the  order  to  fall  back  and  gain  the  shelter 
of  the  mountain  wall  below.  He  knew  that  in  their  ex¬ 
posed  position  they  would  likely  be  all  wiped  out. 

The  moment  he  gave  the  order,  though,  there  was 
another  explosion,  which  was  even  greater  than  the  first. 
There  was  an  upheaval  of  rocks  that  made  the  vicinity 
look  like  a  battlefield,  for  the  men  were  hurled  about  and 
their  bodies  were  in  some  cases  hanging  to  ledges,  with 
blood  everywhere.  It  was  a  horrible  spectacle. 

Fred  was  behind  a  boulder  when  this  last  explosion  oc¬ 
curred,  and  he  remembered  simply  that  he  was  crouching 
down  low  to  escape  the  shock  when  he  lost  his  senses. 

When  Fred  came  to  he  was  given  a  great  surprise. 

He  was  far  from  being  under  the  ledge  of  rock,  and 
there  were  none  of  his  men  about  him.  Instead,  he  looked 
up  into  an  evil  face  that  was  making  grimaces  at  him. 

About  him  he  saw  other  men,  and  he  experienced  a  chill 
as  he  recognized  them  as  the  outlaws.  Old  Hawkes  was 
there,  and  he  it  was  who  was  grinning  at  Fred  as  he 
aroused  from  his  stupor. 

The  truth  was  he  had  been  captured  by  several  of  the 
outlaws,  who  had  crept  down  into  the  crater  made  by  the 
explosion  of  dynamite. 

They  had  carried  him  to  the  summit  of  the  mountain. 
There  were  gathered  many  of  the  band,  and  some  of  them 
on  horseback  were  now  coming  up  a  trail  to  the  spot  which 
seemed  to  be  in  front  of  the  den  of  the  gang.  This  was 
evidenced  in  the  fact  that  there  was  a  large  opening  in 
the  cliff,  which  showed  a  cave  beyond.* 

It  seemed  to  be  a  natural  cavern,  though  there  were 
some  timbers  used  to  support  it.  Fred  looked  about  with 
curiosity,  and  then  he  heard  old  Hawkes  say  to  his  'men : 

“I  say,  boys,  he  has  come  to.  Now  pull  him  onto  his 
feet.  He  is  not  badly  hurt,  but  only  stunned.  I  want  to 
talk  to  him.” 

Fred  was  pulled  to  his  feet.  Then  his  arms  were  bound 
and  he  stood  before  his  enemies.  Hawkes  grinned  at  him 
in  a  sardonic  way,  and  licked  his  lips  with  joy. 

“Oh,  you  are  caught,  all  right,  my  fine  fellow,”  said 
Hawkes,  triumphantly;  “I  know  all  about  you  now.  I 
was  good  enough  to  set  you  free  that  time  when  I  should 
have  kept  you  a  prisoner.  But  you  are  mine  now.  and  I 
can  tell  you  that  your  clever  shooting  will  not  get  you  out 
of  this  bad  scrape.” 

“I  can  see  that,”  said  Fred,  coolly,  “but  you  will  he 
dealt  with  just  the  same.  There  are  men  enough  in  the 
hills  to  wipe  you  out,  even  if  I  am  not  with  them.” 

“Is  that  so?”  sneered  the  outlaw;  “let  me  tell  vou  the 
truth.  I  here  are  not  over  a  dozen  men  of  vour  gang  left 
alive.  1  he  others  all  perished  in  the  dynamite  explosions 
and  others  are  over  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountain. 

I  hey  will  get  wiped  out  there  just  the  same.  There  is 
no  use  in  you  chaps  trying  to  wipe  out  Hwkos.  He  i< 
here  to  stay,  and  not  all  the  men  on  earth  can  do  it.  I 
am  going  to  hang  you  to  the  nearest  tree,  and  vour  ho'V 
wil1  be  a  warning  to  all  who  dare  to  attack  this  cunn.” 

1*  red  looked  the  outlaw  chief  straight  in  the  eve 
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"You  have  the  upper  hand  just  now,  Hawkes,”  he  said, 
coolly,  “but  that  is  only  temporary.  My  pal,  Olcott,  is  at 
large,  and  will  spare  no  pains  or  effort  to  avenge  me.  Go 
ahead  and  hang  me.  You  will  only  seal  your  own  fate.” 

Hawkes  laughed  scornfully  and  then  gave  Fred  a  slap 
across  the  face.  Fearnot’s  face  flushed  scarlet,  and  for  a 
moment  he  seemed  about  to  burst  his  bonds. 

But  he  restrained  himself  for  several  politic  reasons. 
He  knew  that  it  would  be  useless  for  him  to  try  to  escape 
with  all  his  foes  about  him.  Again,  he  had  felt  the  bonds 
about  his  wrists  suddenly  relax  a  little,  and  he  became 
assured  that  he  could  free  himself. 

So  he  decided  to  wait  until  the  right  time  same  to  make 

»  0  # 
a  burst  for  liberty.  He  gazed  scornfully  at  his  contempti¬ 
ble  foe,  who  glared  at  him  in  a  murderous  way. 

“I  will  kill  you  with  my  own  hands !”  gritted  Hawkes, 
"you  pale-faced  dude !  I  hate  you !” 

Fred  made  no  reply.  At  that  moment  he  could  have 
struck  the  monster  down  at  his  feet.  But  he  knew  that  it 
was  wiser  to  wait. 

Men  were  still  coming  leisurely  up  the  path  to  the  ledge 
and  gathering  in  the  den.  Fred  stood  with  his  arms  be¬ 
hind  him,  and  just  then  there  stepped  up  to  him  the 
figure  of  old  Whitey,  the  other  chief  of  the  outlaw  band. 

Whitev  looked  at  him  searchingly,  and  asked : 

"What  are  you  doing  here?” 

"I  think  that  is  a  question  for  you  to  answer,”  said 
Fred;  "I  am  not  here  of  my  own  free  will.” 

"Oh,  of  course  not,”  scoffed  the  villain  ;  "I  suppose  that 
is  true  enough.  It  is  also  true  that  you  are  here  to  stay.”  j 

"So  your  partner  has  told  me.” 

The  buzzards  will  be  picking  your  bones  out  there  on 
the  cliff  before  long.  You  will  be  a  fine  sight,  and  a  warn¬ 
ing  to  the  fools  w7ho  think  they  can  drive  us  out  of  these 
hills.” 

"All  right,”  said  Fred,  coolly,  "I  am  assured  that  death  j 
can  come  but  once,  anyway.  Do  your  worst.” 

The  defiance  that  Fearnot  showed  angered  Hawkes,  who  ; 
was  in  the  mouth  of  the  cavern.  He  started  up  with  a  hiss 
of  rage  and  came  out.  He  was  filled  with  fury. 

"See  here!”  he  hissed,  "we  w7ant  something  from  you* 
before  vou  die.  We  want  to  know  the  location  of  that  j 
silver  mine  that  you  discovered  up  here?  Out  with  it!; 
Where  is  it?” 

Fred  was  astounded. 

How  had  the  villain  learned  that  he  and  Terry  had  dis¬ 
covered  a  silver  mine  ?  He  wondered  greatly,  but  he  rea-  j 
toned  that  it  was  possible  that  some  skulking  member  of 
the  band  had  overheard  Fred  and  Terry  talking  about  the 
mine  while  they  were  at  Halfway. 

Anyway,  it  was  certain  that  the  villains  knew  that  they 
bar!  discovered  a  silver  mine.  Again  Hawkes  demanded 
that  Fred  tell  the  location  of  the  mine.  Of  course,  Fred  j 


refused. 

“  Jf  you  do  not  give  up  that  secret  your  death  will  be  the 
mo-t  horrible  that  was  ever  conceived,”  said  Hawkes, 
showing  a  row  of  teeth  like  a  wolf.  "Now  out  with  it! 
That  mine  belongs  to  us,  anyway,  as  it  is  on  our  land.” 

"Do  vou  think  I  am  a  fool?”  said  Fred,  coldly;  "I  have 
no  idea  of  telling  you  where  that  mine  is.  It  belongs  to  j 
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"Haven’t  we?”  hissed  Hawkes. 

.  With  that  he  picked  up  a  club. 

There  was  murder  in  his  eyes. 

Hawkes  knew  that  Fred  had  the  secret  of  the  silver 
mine,  and  he  rushed  at  him  with  a  club  to  kill  him.  Old 
Whitey,  however,  stepped  between  them,  and  shouted : 

"Hold  on  !  Before  he  dies  we  have  other  things  to  learn 
from  him.  Spare  his  life  now.” 

Hawkes  stepped  back. 

It  seemed  that  the  old  fellow7  had  great  influence  over 
the  outlaw  chief.  At  last  Hawkes  controlled  his  temper 
and  asked  in  a  surly  wray : 

"Well,  what  is  it?  I  am  not  going  to  stand  any  more 
nonsense  from  that  guy.  He  must  die  J” 

Whitey  looked  at  Fred  in  a  penetrating  way,  and  asked : 

"Will  you  tell  us  where  that  silver  mine  is?” 

"I  positively  will  not,”  said  Fred. 

"Do  you  realize  that  it  means  death  to  you  if  you  do 
not  divulge  ?” 

"I  do  not  fear  death,”  said  Fred;  "I  knowr  that  I  will 
die  anyway  if  I  remain  in  your  hands.  Telling  you  w7here 
the  silver  mine  is  will  not  save  m3r  life.” 

"Look  here,  kid,  I  will  see  that  you  are  spared  if  you 
tell  me.” 

Fred  looked  at  the  old  scoundrel  writh  contempt.  He 
knew  that  he  lied,  for  the  gang  would  never  let  him  go 
alive.  Hawkes  meant  to  kill  Fred,  and  there  was  no  doubt 
of  it. 

"You  are  a  fool !”  hissed  old  Whitey;  "you  throw  your 
life  awray.  I  tell  you  that  it  is  the  only  thing  that  will 
save  you.” 

Fred,  however,  wras  obdurate.  He  knew  that  these  men 
would  never  keep  their  wrord.  He  wras  determined  not  to 
tell  them  anything.  It  was  a  problem  to  him.  how  they 
had  learned  that  there  wras  a  secret  mine,  anyway. 

Whitey  argued  with  Fred  for  a  long  time. 

At  last  finding  that  he  could  not  influence  him,  he 
turned  to  his  men  and  said,  savagely : 

"Take  him  into  the  cavern  and  bind  him  tightly.  If 
you  let  him  escape  it  wall  cost  yon  your  lives.” 

Instantly  the  men  sprang  forward  and  caught  Fred  by 
the  shoulders  and  led  him  into  the  depths  of  the  cavern. 
He  was  bound  securely,  hands  and  feet,  and  left  lying  on 
the  rocky  floor. 

Fred  was  left  to  his  meditations,  and  they  were  not  of  a 
cheerful  sort.  He  realized  that  he  was  in  the  power  of 
bad  men,  and  that  his  life  was  not  worth  a  straw. 

They  would  surely  never  let  him  go  from  that  place 
alive. 

He  remained  prostrate  on  the  floor  of  the  cavern  for  a 
long  time.  He  could  see  figures  passing  outside  in  the 
daylight  and  hear  voices  raised  in  loud  talk. 

He  knew  that  the  fight  must  be  going  on  in  the  gorge 
between  the  miners  and  the  outlaws.  Fred  knew  that  his 
only  hope  was  that  Terry  and  his  men  would  defeat  the 
gang  and  succeed  in  getting  into  the  cavern  before  they 
could  kill  him. 

Whether  they  would  be  able  to  do  this  or  not  was  a 
question. 

He  feared  that  it  would  never  be. 

He  wondered  how  the  fight  was  going.  If  the  miners 
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could  keep  away  from  the  dynamite  bombs  they  might 
succeed  in  making  a  safe  fight  against  the  gang.  But  it 
was,  beyond  question,  impossible  to  face  the  bombs. 

Time  parsed  and  Fred  found  his  position  irksome. 

He  regretted  now  that  when  he  was  slapped  in  the  face 
by  Hawkes  that  he  had  not  retaliated.  He  had  been  able 
to  free  his  wrists  then,  and  could  have  made  a  bolt  for  free¬ 
dom. 

The  chance  would  have  been  slight,  to  be  sure,  but  it  was 
a  chance  all  the  same. 

Ho  tugged  at  his  bonds  and  tried  to  free  himself. 

c*  J 

Tt  was  in  vain. 

Then  Fred  conceived  the  idea  of  rolling  over  and  over 
to  some  other  part  of  the  cavern.  He  did  so,  rolling  with 
great  difficulty  until  at  last  he  was  in  a  dark  part  of  the 
cave.  He  came  up  against  a  solid  wall. 

For  a  moment  he  felt  about  it  with  his  hands. 

Then  he  rolled  over  and  over  along  the  wall  looking  for 
a  possible  opening.  Suddenly  he  came  to  what  was  really 
a  sort  of  crack  at  the  base  of  the  wall.  It  was  not  more 
than  two  'feet  deep,  but  he  was  able  to  squeeze  through  it. 

He  did  not  know  where  lie  was  now,  but  he  felt  a  strong 
draught  and  was  aware  that  it  must  lead  to  the  open  air. 
Fred  was  puzzled,  but  he  kept  on  until  at  last  he  felt  him¬ 
self  descending  a  declivity  underground. 

Where  he  was  going  he  could  not  imagine.  He  could  see 
absolutely  nothing.  On  he  went,  however. 

Fred  fett  dizzy  from  his  repeated  rolling.  He  felt  that 
he  was  in  some  part  of  the  cavern  that  possibly  was  un¬ 
known  to  the  outlaws.  In  any  event,  he  guessed  that  the 
cave  was  a  part  of  some  abandoned  mine  shaft,  and  that 
he  had  by  chance  rolled  into  a  crevice  that  had  taken  him 
into  a  part  of  the  mine  that  had  not  yet  been  explored  by 
the  mountain  men. 

He  experienced  a  thrill  as  this  seemed  possible  to  him. 

"Well,”  he  muttered,  “I  hope  that  is  true.  If  so,  there 
is  a  chance  for  me.  If  I  could  only  break  these  bonds  I 
might  make  an  effort  to  escape.”  . 

Fred  realized  the  necessity  for  quick  action,  for  the 
gang  might  at  any  moment  search  for  him,  and  doubtless 
would  locate  the  crevice  that  he  had  passed  through. 

It  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  had  rolled  an  interminable 
distance  through  the  passage,  and  he  was  getting  weary. 

At  last  he  stopped  to  get  his  breath.  Then  he  felt  be¬ 
hind  him  with  his  hands  tied  as  they  were,  and  one  hand 
encountered  a  jagged  stone.  It  projected  from  the  floor 
of  the  passage  and  was  as  sharp  as  a  knife. 

With  a  thrill  Fred  realized  that  this  might  be  the  means 
of  saving  his  life.  He  at  once  began  to  work  his  bonds 
across  this  jagged  bit  of  rock. 

Back  and  forth  he  worked  the  thongs,  and  every  mo¬ 
ment  ho  believed  that  he  had  cut  them. 

But  they  were  of  green  rawhide,  and  strong  and  tough. 
An  ordinary  rope  would  have  been  severed  long  before. 

Still  Fred  kept  at  it. 

Then  he  suddenly  felt  the  thongs  relax,  and  with  a 
thrill  knew  that,  he  was  free.  He  drew  his  arms,  cramped 
as  they  were,  from  beneath  him,  and  with  a  ga^p  managed 
to  arise  to  a  sitting  posture. 

Of  course,  the  next  thing  was  to  free  his  aukles. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


A  LUCKY  ESCAPE. 


Fred  Fearnot  managed  to  untie  the  thongs  that  bound 
his  ankles,  and  then  he  sprang  up.  He  found  that  it  was 
hard  at  first  to  assume  a  posture  that  was  upright,  as  he 
had  been  so  long  bound  that  he  was  cramped. 

But  at  last  he  managed  to  rub  the  stiffness  from  his 
joints,  and  was  quite  himself  again.  He  was  elated. 

"Well,  that  is  lucky  enough,”  he  muttered;  "I  never 
dreamed  of  sv.ch  good  fortune.” 

Fred  now  began  to  make  examination  of  the  walls  of  the 
passage.  He  had  some  matches  in  an  inner  pocket,  and 
he  lit  one  and  saw  that  the  passage  had  walls  of  a  sort  of 
basalt  rock,  and  that  it  was  hewed  as  if  by  the  hand  of 


man. 
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It  is  undoubtedly  part  of  an  old  mine,”  he  muttered; 
would  it  not  be  odd  enough  if  it  was  really  a  part  of  the 
secret  silver  mine,  and  the  gang  never  knew  it?” 

Fred  was  now  convinced  that  the  mountain  men  had 

never  dreamed  of  the  existence  of  the  passage  that  he  had 

discovered  bv  accident. 

•/ 

He  felt  that  he  must  make  his  wav  as  rapidly  as  pos¬ 
sible  to  the  outlaw  if  there  was  such.  At  any  time  the 
mountain  men  might  make  the  discovery  that  he  was  gone 
and  make  search  for  him. 

They  would  undoubtedly  find  the  passage  by  which  he 
had  escaped.  They  might  overtake  him,  and  that  would 
be  fatal. 

So  Fred,  feeling  along  with  his  hands,  made  his  way 
through  the  passage  until  at  last  he  caught  a  glimmer  of 
light  ahead. 

He  felt  a  thrill  of  wild  joy.  He  went  on  until  the  mouth 
of  the  passage  widened  and  he  came  out  into  daylight.  He 
saw  the  sky  above,  and  below  were  the  depths  of  a  gorge. 

But  the  mouth  of  the  passage  came  out  upon  a  shelf  of 
rock,  and  he  gave  a  start  as  he  caught  sight  of  objects  that 
gave  him  a  chill.  There  stood  four  of  the  mountain  men. 

They  had  their  backs  towards  him  and  did  not  see  him. 

Fred  was  astonished,  for  he  wondered  how  they  came 
there.  He  looked  at  them  closely  and  recognized  one  as 
Hawkes. 

"That  is  queer,”  he  muttered;  “it  must  be  that  they 
have  another  entrance  to  this  place.” 

However,  they  were  there,  and  Fred  believed  that  they 
were  watching  some  one  below. 

He  of  course  knew  that  they  were  looking  for  the  minors. 
Fred  crouched  in  the  shadow  and  watched  the  men. 

He  knew  that  if  he  was  discovered  it  might  go  hard 
with  him. 

he  was  careful  to  keep  in  the  shadow.  Hawkes 
paced  up  and  down  with  the  manner  of  a  caged  wolf.  His 
ugly  face  showed  anger  and  annoyance.  He  suddenly 
stopped  and  began  to  swear  vilely. 

His  men  stood  back  in  apparent  fear  of  him.  Hawkes 
suddenly  turned  and  drew  his  revolver.  The  men  fell  hack 

to  the  mouth  of  the  enve.  Then  Fred  beheld  a  startling 
sight. 


Ip  the  trail  that  led  to  the  spot  there  came  a 
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Ho  strode  with  fierce  mien  onto  the  shelf  of  rock  and  faced 
Hawkes. 

It  was  old  Whitey.  * 

I  he  old  desperado  stood  for  a  moment  and  glared  at 
Hawkes.  Then  Fred  saw  that  there  had  been  a  rupture 
between  the  two. 

“Well.  you  gray-headed  old  pup !”  gritted  Hawkes, 
“here  you  are!  So  you  let  that  prisoner  escape,  did  you? 
I  guess  that  you  will  have  to  settle  for  that  with  me.” 

“Aou  are  a  liar!”  gritted  Whitey;  “you  dare  not  accuse 
me  of  that  sort  of  treachery.  Take  it  back,  or  you  and  I 
will  break.” 


Hawkes  had  killed  were  placed  in  the  cave  and  covered 
up  with  a  blanket. 

Then  Whitey  was 'heard  to  ask  the  men  if  the}’  had  any 
clew  to  the  whereabouts  of  Fearnot. 

“It  is  mighty  queer  where  he  went  to,”  he  said;  “he 
was  in  plain  sight  of  113  all,  and  disappeared  as  if  into  thin 
air.  I  was  not  to  blame  for  that,  and  that  fool  Hawkes 
lied  when  lie  said  that  I  aided  him  to  escape.” 

“That  is  right,  boss,”  said  one  of  the  men;  “I  reckon 
that  he  must  have  rolled  out  and  over  the  cliff.” 

Whitey,  however,  at  last  ordered  the  men  to  take  leave, 

I  saying: 


a  • 


Oh,  we  will,  eh?”  snorted  Hawkes;  “how  can  that  be? 
Where  will  you  be  on  the  break  ?” 

“You  think  that  the  men  will  stand  with  you?”  hissed 
Whitev ;  “let  me  tell  you  that  they  will  not.  I  can  name 
more  than  two-thirds  of  them  who  will  stand  by  me.” 

“That  is  a  lie!”  hissed  Hawkes;  “here  is  proof.” 

With  that  he  turned  to  the  men  who  stood  in  the  en¬ 
trance  to  the  cave  and  ordered  them  to  seize  the  old  man. 
Whitev  grinned  and  folded  his  arms,  saving : 

“Not  a  man  will  do  that,  Hawkes.  You  have  turned 
every  man  in  this  band  against  you.  They  will  not  stand 
for  you.” 

Hawkes  almost  frothed  at  the  mouth. 

Who  is  boss  of  this  gang?” 

“You  could  have  been,”  sa#d  Whitey,  mockingly,  “but  it 
is  evident  that  you  are  not.” 

Hawkes  was  astounded.  He  looked  about  with  fury. 
Not  a  man  moved  in  obedience  to  his  command.  They 
stood  sulkily  by  and  paid  no  heed  to  his  orders.  He  was 
white  with  fury. 

“Oh,  you  refuse  to  obey  orders,  do  you?”  he  snarled; 
“well,  take  the  penalty  then.” 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  pulled  his  revolver  and  fired  at  one 
of  the  men.  He  gave  a  hideous  groan  and  fell  forward 
upon  his  face.  For  a  moment  horror  shone  in  the  faces 
of  the  others. 

Then  Hawkes  fired  at  the  next  one,  and  he  also  fell. 

Before  he  could  in  his  insane  temper  fire  at  the  next 
one,  however,  old  Whitey  pulled  his  own  gun  and  aimed. 
There  was  a  flash  and  a  report,  and  then  the  chief  of  the 
outlaws  fell  forward  with  a  gasp. 

The  outlaws  rushed  forward,  and  the  old  man  stepped 
back,  saying: 

“Let  him  lie  there!  He  is  nothing  but  a  carrion.  He 
is  unfit  to  live,  and  in  death  is  not  fit  to  bury.  I  am  leader 
of  the  gang  now,  boys.  You  will  take  orders  from  me.” 

Instantlv  the  men  hastened  to  express  their  joy.  They 
had  hated  the  ugly  leader  and  were  glad  that  he  was  now 
removed  forever.  It  was  his  own  fault,  and  he  had  re¬ 
ceived  his  deserts. 

Fred  had  been  a  thrilled  witness  of  all. 


We  are  gaining  nothing  here.  We  must  go  back  to 
the  other  side  of  the  mountain.  There  is  likely  fighting 
going  on  there.  Those  confounded  miners  are  making  a 
lot  of  trouble.” 

With  that  they  moved  away.  They  left  the  dead  bodies 
of  the  outlaws  killed  by  Hawkes  in  the  cavern. 

Fred  waited  until  they  had  gone  from  sight,  and  then 
he  ventured  out  of  his  hiding.  He  was  elated  to  think 
that  he  was  free  at  last. 

He  made  his  way  cautiously  to  the  verge  of  the  cliff 
and  peered  over.  He  saw  that  the  gorge  below  was  pa¬ 
trolled  by  outlaws. 

He  heard  the  distant  report  of  rifles,  and  reckoned  that 
there  was  still  a  fight  going  on. 

Of  course,  Fred’s  desire  now  was  to  join  his  compan¬ 
ions.  He  knew  that  Terry  and  the  miners  were  still  hold¬ 
ing  out  in  their  attack  on  the  gang.  If  he  could  find  them 
he  would  be  glad  enough. 

So  Fred  proceeded  to  take  a  good  view  of  the  locality. 
He  at'  last  decided  that  he  would  gain  by  taking  a  course 
right  up  over  the  mountain.  If  he  tried  to  make  a  detour 
around  he  would  undoubtedly  run  into  some  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  men. 

He  wanted  to  avoid  them  if  possible. 

-A. 

So  he  started  to  climb  the  mountain,  making  his  way 
over  boulders  and  ledges  and  pulling  himself  up  by  means 
of  the  branches  and  roots  of  the  mountain  cedar. 

It  was  quite  a  hard  climb,  but  at  last  he  managed  to 
get  far  enough  up  to  give  him  an  extended  view  of  the 
country  about. 

Fred  saw  that  there  was  smoke  from  a  point  about  two 
miles  off  to  the  west,  and  he  reckoned  that  there  was  where 
the  remainder  of  the  band  of  miners  was. 

“I  guess  that  I  will  be  able  to  reach  them  by  going  right 
over  the  top  of  the  mountain,”  he  reflected;  “there  is  little 
to  lose.  1  will  try  it !” 

So  Fred  went  on  until  at  last  he  reached  the  great 
masses  of  stone  that  made  up  the  summit. 

Then  he  paused  a  moment  to  take  a  look  around,  and 
started  down  the  other  side.  Fred  walked  rapidly  toward 
the  cloud  of  smoke  that  came  from  the  camp  fire,  and  also 


He  was  only  too  glad  to  see  that  the  outlaw  was  disposed 
of.  He  waa  the  worst  man  in  the  whole  West,  and  he  was 
better  off  out  of  the  world.  The  rest  of  the  world  was 
better  off  without  him. 

Fred,  however,  crouched  in  the  shadow  and  listened  to 
the  conversation  that  ensued.  Old  Whitey  at  last  directed 
f  ee  men  to  throw  tire  corpse  of  the  dead  chief  over  the 
c  if  into  thr  river  below.  The  bodies  of  the  two  outlaws 


from  the  guns  of  the  miners. 

They  were  firing  all  the  while,  as  were  the  mountain 
men  also.  It  was  a  hot  battle,  and  Fred  wondered  which 
side  had  the  worst  of  it  so  far. 

However,  the  only  way  to  find 'out  was  to  go  down  and 
join  the  miners.  He  dashed  on  through  the  brush  that 
grew  on  the  mountain  slope.  It  was  protection  to  him,  as 
it  hid  him  from  the  danger  of  being  shot  by  the  mountain 
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men  who  were  hanging  about  below.  If  they  had  sighted 
Fred  it  would  have  been  unfortunate  for  him. 

Hut  Kearnot  kept  on  until  at  last  he  was  close  to  the 
position  of  the  miners.  Now  he  was  in  danger  from  his 
own  friends,  and  he  determined  to  make  an  attempt  to 
notify  them  of  his  presence. 

So  he  sprang  out  onto  a  great  boulder  and  swung  his 
arms  in  the  air.  lie  was  revealed  wholly  to  the  gaze  of  any  J 
in  the  miners’  lines.  Fred  was  a  conspicuous  figure  as  he 
stood  there. 

lie  was  seen  all  right,  as  several  bullets  whistled  past 
him.  But  the  firing  ceased  now,  and  there  was  a  distant 
cheer,  followed  by  a  yell. 

Fred  answered  the  yell,  which  he  knew  belonged  to 
Terry. 

“It  is  all  right  now,”  he  muttered;  “they  know  me  and 
I  am  all  right.” 

He  was  all  right  so  far  as  his  friends  were  concerned, 
but  there  was  peril  from  the  other  side.  The  gang  of 
mountain  men  had  caught  sight  of  him,  and  they  were 
firing  at  him. 

One  of  their  bullets  took  his  hat  off. 

But  Fred  now  leaped  down  from  his  exposed  position 
and  ran  into  the  arms  of  his  friends  just  below.  It  is  need¬ 
less  to  say  that  he  met  with  a  warm  welcome. 

Terry,  especially,  was  glad  to  see  his  old  pal. 

“It  seems  good  to  see  you  safe,  Fred,”  said  Terry;  “we 
believed  that  you  were  killed  in  that  dynamite  explosion.” 

“I  escaped  by  a  narrow  chance,  Terry.” 

“And  you  have  been  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  that 
gang?” 

“That  is  what!  But  I  escaped,  and  here  T  am.  Now  I  i 
want  to  get  something  to  eat,  and  then  I  will  be  ready  to 
get  into  the  fight.” 

“Good  for  you,  old  pal !” 

So  Fred  was  taken  back  to  the  rear,  where  some  food 
was  given  him.  He  ate  as  if  he  was  starved. 

Then  after  lie  had  eaten  his  fill  he  joined  Dodge  and 
Wiry  Bill. 

They  were  glad  to  see  him.  and  the  wiry  one  said: 

*  c  -7  V1 

“We  heard  that  you  were,  in  the  hands  of  the  foe.” 

“1  was,”  said  Fred,  “but  I  managed  to  escape.” 

“Well,  you  did  well.  They  seldom  give  up  prisoners. 
They  would  rather  let  them  die  from  starvation.” 

“  I  believe  you  !  It  is  to  be  regretted,  though,  that  we 
lo  t  so  many  good  men  back  there.  I  am  glad,  though,  to 
see  that  you  are  all  sticking  to  the  good  work.  I  think  we 
will  get  them  in  time.”  ^ 

“  Fearnot,  thar  ain't  a  man  here  who  will  give  up.” 

Fred  then  told  the  miners  of  the  death  of  Hawkes  at 
the  hand  of  old  Whitey.  The  report  gave  them  great 
cheer,  for  they  felt  sure  that  with  the  death  of  the  outlaw 
chief  the  band  would  surely  go  to  pieces. 

Old  Whitey  was  not  to  be  so  greatly  feared  as  a  leader  as 
Hawkes.  The  latter  rascal  was  cruel  and  merciless,  and 
ulaced  little  value  on  human  life. 

So  the  miners  were  greatly  encouraged. 

They  were  sure  now  that  they  would  wipe  out  the  gang 
and  get  back  their  claims.  Fred  was  glad  to  hear  that 
they  had  been  reinforced  by  men  from  the  town. 

V  ^ 

So  that  their  numerical  strength  was  about  as  good  as 


when  the  first  attack  was  made.  Over  a  half  dozen  (fi  the 
men  had  lost  their  lives.  But  the  survivors  were  bound 
to  avenge  them. 

The  firing  now  let  up  for  a  while,  and  Fred  and  Terry 
held  a  consultation  with  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill.  The 
miners  were  of  the  opinion  that  they  could  hold  the  gang 
from  escaping  by  making  a  cordon  about  the  mountain. 

“I  tdll  you  we  are  sure  to  win  out,'’  said  Dodge,  enthu¬ 
siastically;  “we  have  men  coming  up  all  the  time  to  join 
us.  They  know  down  to  the  camp  now  that  we  are  win¬ 
ning.  They  will  join  us,  and  we  can  easily  get  a  hundred 
men  in  time.  That  will  allow  us  to  surround  the  gang, 
and  they  will  surely  have  to  surrender.” 

“We  will  starve  them  out,”  said  Wiry  Bill. 

The  outlook  was  certainly  encouraging. 

Fearnot  and  Olcott  were  more  than  pleased.  Still,  they 
knew  that  it  would  not  be  wise  to  depend  too  much  upon 
a  confident  feeling,  and  they  still  were  cautious  of  every 
move  made. 

All  that  afternoon  there  was  desultory  fighting  between 
the  miners  and  the  mountain  men. 

It  was  toward  sunset  that  a  startling  thing  happened. 

Down  the  mountain  side  came  a  couple  of  men  carrying 
a  white  rag  tied  to  a  pole.  It  was  a  flag  of  truce. 

“Hejlo!”  cried  Dodge;  “they  are  going  to  give  up. 
Hurrah,  boys !” 

It  did  look  for  a  moment  as  if  the  mountain  men  were 
going  to  surrender,  having  made  up  their  minds  that  they 
were  sure  to  be  wiped  out.  The  flag  of  truce  was  brought 
down  to  the  spot  where  the  miners  were. 

Fred  and  Dodge  went  out  to  talk  with  the  truce  hearers. 

Then  Fred  recognized  one  of  them  as  a  lieutenant  of 
Hawkes  when  he  was  alive  and  in  command.  The  on;  law 
held  out  his  hand  to  Fred.  , 

“Boss,”  he  said,  “we  are  asking  merev  from  vou  We 
kain't  stay  up  there  any  longer.  Our  men  are  scared  to 
death.” 

“Oh,  then  they  have  lost  courage,  have  they?"  asked 
Fred. 

“Oh,  it  ain't  on  your  account.  They  would  stay  and 
fight  to  the  last  ditch  if  it  was  only  agin  human  beings.” 

Fred  was  surprised. 

“What  is  that?”  he  exclaimed;  “against  human  beings? 
Surely  you  are  not  fighting  against  ghosts,  are  vou?” 

To  the  surprise  of  Fred  and  Dodge,  the  fellow  said: 

“That  is  what  we  are  doing,  boss.  I  tell  vou  :f  we  stay 
up  there  overnight.  Old  Nick  will  get  us.  We  have  seen 
ghosts,  and  they  will  burn  us  up  with  fire  if  we  don't  git 
away.  Shoot  us  if  ye  want  to.  but  we  can  t  stav  up  thar 
overnight  agin.” 

For  a  moment  Fred  stared  at  the  fellow,  for  it  seemed 
to  him  as  -if  he  must  he  working  some  kind  of  a  game.  But 
he  saw  presently  that  he  was  in  earnest,  and  that  he  was 
actually  the  victim  of  superstitious  fears. 

“You  astonish  me,”  said  Fred  in  wonder:  “don't  vou 
know  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  ghost?” 

“Oh,  say,  believe  me,  there  are,  and  we  have  seen  them. 
I  tell  you  we  have  got  to  git  out  while  it  is  daylight.  If 
you  fellows  will  let  us  pass  vour  lines  we  will  leave  1/^; 
Gulch  to  vou  and  never  come  back." 
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1-  red  asked  the  fellow  if  he  meant  it.  He  earnestly  as- 
— 'd  him  that  he  did,  and  added: 

"  I  will  march  our  men  down  and  scatter  them,  and  we 
will  never  come  back  here.  You  are  welcome  to  the  hull 
I  os:  Gulch  region,  and  you  can  have  all  the  gold  or  silver 
il  ai  can  be  found  here.  All  we  ask  is  to  get  out.’’ 

At  first  I  red  reckoned  that  this  was  a  subterfuge  to  se¬ 
cure  the  freedom  ot  the  gang,  and  he  hesitated.  He  turned 
to  Dodge  and  asked : 

“Dont  you  think  we  had  better  ask  for  unconditional 
surrender  ?” 

Dodge,  however,  had  been  closely  listening  to  the  fellow, 
and  his  lips  were  a  bit  white.  He  answered : 

“Fearnot,  I  once  heard  this  same  story.  They  say  that 
old  Sam  McKay  was  chased  by  ghosts  up  here  one  time.” 

Fred  looked  at  Dodge  with  surprise,  and  then  he  re¬ 
membered  that  he  was,  after  all,  a  rather  illiterate  fefKw, 
and  that  he  was  beyond  x  doubt  superstitious.  He  was 
thoughtful  a  moment. 

“Do  you  mind  if  I  call  my  partner,  Oleott,  up  here  ” 
he  asked. 

The  two  truce  bearers  signified  their  willingness,  and 
Fred  called  to  Terry,  who  came  up.  Then  Fred  told  him 
that  the  gang  of  mountain  men  were  positive  that  they 
had  seen  ghosts  on  the  mountain,  and  that  they  wanted  to 
get  away. 

“They  have  promised  that  if  we  let  them  pass  our  lines 
they  will  never  come  back/’  said  Fred;  “of  course,  if  we 
were  to  exercise  the  rights  of  justice,  we  would  insist  on  a 
surrender  and  the  lynching  of  ie  ringleaders  of  the 
gang.” 

Terry  listened  with  interest. 

“That  is  so,  Fred.  Still,  I  suppose  that  if  they  get  out 
and  bother  us  no  more  it  will  be  about  as  well  as  we  can 
do.” 

“I  rather  think  that  mvself, -Terry.” 

Fred  then  turned  to  the  two  truce  bearers. 


CHAPTER  YII. 


THE  CLIFF  GHOSTS. 


“Gentlemen,”  asked  Fred,  “who  is  your  leader  at  pres¬ 
ent?”  - 

“Old  Whitcv  is  our  leader,”  said  the  truce  bearer,  “but 
he  don’t  want  us  to  give  up.  We  are  going  to  do  so, 
though.” 

“Go  back  and  bring  him  down  here,”  said  Fred. 

The  men  hesitated. 

“See  here,  boss,  if  we  do  that  and  he  refuses  to  let  us  go, 
make  up  your  mind  that  we  will  go  all  the  same.” 

“I  see,”  said  Fred;  “however,  I  would  rather  have  a 

talk  with  him.” 

So  one  of  the  truce  bearers  went  back  up  the  mountain 
nfmr  W^itev.  He  w?3  gone  some  time,  but  at  last  came 
back  with  the  oid  outlaw.  Whitey  made  a  picturesque 
figure  as  be  walked  down  the  trail. 

yT(.f  1  fluted  him  with  dignity.  The  old  fellow  looked 

I  .  d  with  some  surprise  and  curiosity,  and  asked: 


“Young  feller,  will  you  tell  me  how  you  got  away  that 
time?  You  must  have  vanished  into  the  air.” 

“It  was  simple  enough,”  laughed  Fred;  “I  rolled  into 
a  crevice  in  the  cavern  wall,  and  made  my  way  to  a  lower 
opening.  I  was  hiding  there,  when  you  shot  Hawke.?,  and 
I  was  in  sympathy  with  you  in  that  deed.” 

“Oh,  I  see,”  said  Whitey,  eagerly;  “I  am  glad  to  know 
that.  He  was  a  fool,  for  he  got  the  men  of  the  gang  down 
on  him  and  brought  all  this  trouble  on  us.  If  he  had  kept 
his  head,  we  would  never  have  had  trouble  with  any  one, 
and  Lost  Gulch  would  yet  be  ours.” 

“I  understand  that  your  men  here  have  been  seeing 
ghosts,  and  want  to  get  out.” 

Old  Whitey  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Maybe  they  have,”  he  said,  contemptuously;  “you 
never  saw  a  miner  in  your  life  that  was  not  superstitious. 
They  have  no  sense  anyway.  What  they  have  seen  are 
shadows  up  on  the  mountain  wall.  I  have  seen  them,  and 
I  am  sure  that  it  is  only  a  freak  of  nature  and  the  light. 
But  they  are  sure  that  the  Gulch  is  haunted.” 

“Where  have  these  manifestations  been  seen?”  asked 
Fred. 

“See  here,”  said  Whitey,  “you  are  not  superstitious,  are 
you  ?” 

“Hardly,”  laughed  Fred;  “however,  maybe  there  is  a 
reason  for  the  fears  of  the  men.  Tell  me  all  about  it.” 

Wfjth  that,  the  outlaw  chief  told  Fred  about  the  weird 
manifestations  that  had  been  seen  by  the  mountain  men. 
He  described  them  as  in  his  belief,  shadows  that  flitted 
along  the  wall  of  the  mountain  and  vanished  into  a  hole 
in  the  wall. 

They  could  be  seen  at  night  in  the  dark.  The  men  had 
been  scared  by  them,  and  believed  firmly  that  the  Gulch 
was  haunted. 

“You  know  there  was  once  a  big  fight  up  here,”  said 
Whitey;  “more  than  a  thousand  skeletons  can  he  seen  in  a 
hole  over  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountain.  It  must  have 
been  years  ago  when  the  region  was  only  partly  explored, 
and  I  have  always  believed  that  one  Indian  tribe  wiped 
another  out.  The  men  believe  that  these  shadows  are  the 
ghosts  of  those  dead  men.” 

Fred  asked  particularly  where  the  cliff  was  where  these 
manifestations  were  to  be  seen. 

He  was  interested,  for  he  knew  that  it  would  have  a 
great  effect  upon  his  own  men  in  case  they  went  to  work 
in  the  gulch. 

“Well,  friend,”  said  Fred  at  last,  “what  are  you  going 
to  do  about  it?  Your  men  want  permission  to  leave  and 
never  return.  Of  course,  it  will  be  useless  for  you  to  try 
to  hold  out  here  alone.” 

“Oh,  I  know  that,”  said  old  Whitey,  in  disgust;  “T  sup¬ 
pose  that  I  will  have  to  surrender.  Now  will  you  accept 
these  terms?  Will  you  let  us  file  out  safely  and  leave  the 
hills?” 

“On  the  agreement  that  you  will  never  come  back/’  said 
Fred;  “you  may  take  your  effects  and  leave.  We  will  line 
our  men  up  in  the  canyon  and  you  can  take  leave  at  any 
time.” 

It  is  a  bargain.” 

The  sooner  you  go  the  better,”  said  Fred;  “the  day  is 
coining  to  a  close,  and  we  want  to  make  camp.” 
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“Wo  will  be  in  marching  order  in  a  half  hour,”  said  the 
white-bearded  old  outlaw;  “I  will  say  that  you  are  a  square 
chap.  I  am  glad  that  you  escaped,  for  Hawkes  would  have 
killed  you.  I  did  not  mean  that  he  should  if  I  could  pre¬ 
vent  it.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Fred;  “I  thought  you  were  not  so 
bitter  against  me  at  the  time  as  he  was.” 

“  Oh,  my,  no !  1  am  not  a  bad  chap.  I  guess  that  I 

will  go  to  Mexico  after  I  git  away  from  here.  This  coun¬ 
try  is  getting  settled  up,  and  there  is  nothing  for  a  man 
like  me  here  now.” 

Fred  made  no  reply  to  this  statement,  and  old  Whitey 
turned  and  spoke  to  the  truce  bearers.  Then  they  all 
walked  away  up  the  mountain.  They  were  out  of  sight  in 
a  few  minutes. 

“I  say,”  said  Dodge  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  “do 
you  suppose  that  they  are  on  the  level,  Fearnot?  Are  you 
sure  that  they  are  not  working  some  kind  of  a  gamer” 

“I  think  not,”  said  Fred,  coolly,  “but  we  will  be  on  our 
guard.  Now  1  am  going  to  post  a  number  of  men  with 
rifles  up  in  that  clump  of  trees,  and  they  can  keep  an  eye 
on  the  gang  when  they  march  down.  If  they  show  any 
signs  of  treacherv,  they  will  find  that  tliev  are  in  a  hot 
place.” 

Fred  took  this  precaution  and  the  men  were  placed  in 
the  clump  of  trees  and  ordered  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  out¬ 
laws. 

Then  a  little  while  later  down  the  trail  they  came. 
There  were  forty  of  them,  and  as  wild  and  lawless  looking 
a  gang  as  ever  were  seen.  When  they  passed  by  the 
miners  there  was  not  a  word  spoken. 

But  every  man  had  his  hand  on  his  gun,  for  he  was  go¬ 
ing  to  be  ready  if  there  was  the  least  sign  of  treachery. 

However,  the  mountain  men  were  apparently  sincere  in 
their  purpose,  for  they  marched  past  and  went  on  down 
the  mountain.  They  vanished  at  last  around  a  bend  in 
the  trail. 

F red  then  turned  to  the  miners  and  cried : 

* 

“Well,  boys,  we  have  won  out.  The  enemv  have  "one 
and  Lost  Gulch  is  ours.  All  of  you  will  be  able  soon  to 
take  back  your  claims  and  get  to  work.  The  claims  are 
rich  and  there  there  will  be  fortunes  taken  out  of  here 
now.  I  wish  you  all  the  best  of  luck.” 

There  was  a  hearty  cheer  from  the  miners.  They  were 
all  grateful  to  Fred,  for  it  was  due  to  him  that  the  Gulch* 
had  been  cleared  of  the  gang.  It  was  true  that  they  could 
now  take  back  their  claims  and  work  them  in  perfect 
safety. 

While  the  miners  were  all  preparing  to  make  camp  for 
the  night,  Fred  suggested  to  Terry  and  to  Dodge  and 
Wiry  Bill  Ward  that  they  take  a  trip  up  to  the  summit, 
and  especially  to  the  spot  where  the  strange  shadows  had 
been  seen  by  the  mountain  men. 

Certainly  there  must  be  something  in  the  weird  manifes¬ 
tation  or  those  wild  and  lawless  men  would  never  have 
taken  leave. 

So  while  the  minors  were  making  camp,  Fred  and  his 
companions  set  out.  Fred  noticed  that  Dodgo  was  a  little 
bit  nervous,  as  if  he  might  share  the  superstition  of  the 
mountain  men. 


But  they  tramped  on  up  the  mountain  for  a  while.  It 
Avas  quite  a  climb  to  the  spot  described  by  old  Whitey. 

Fred,  however,  saw  that  it  was  a  wonderful  formation 
of  nature  on  the  mountain  side.  Here  it  seemed  to  have 
been  shaved  off  clean  and  smooth  by  some  wonderful  cata¬ 
clysm  of  nature  many  ages  in  the  past. 

This  smooth  wall  extended  along  the  side  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  wall,  and  there  was  a  cavity  some  distance  from  the 
base.  It  was  this  cavity  that  now  interested  Fred.  He 
believed  that  the  explanation  of  the  phenomenon  could 
be  found  there. 

“If  there  is  such  a  thing  as  the  flitting  of  shadow: 
across  that  smooth  space  of  rock  wall,”  he  said,  “you  can 
be  sure  that  it  was  the  work  of  human  hands.  It  is  doubt¬ 
less  a  clever  trick  of  some  secret  prospectors  or  miners  to 
drive  people  away.” 

This  idea  had  occurred  to  Terr)’,  and  he  shared  it  with 
Fred. 

But  Dodge  and  Bill  Ward  were  skeptical.  They  were 
very  pale  and  nervous.  Fred  could  not  help  a  smile. 

“Well,  boys,”  he  said,  “let  us  make  ourselves  comforta¬ 
ble  here  for  a  while.  I  am  anxious  to  see  this  wonderful 
freak  of  nature,  if  such  it  is.” 

“1  say,  ,Fearnot,”  said  Dodge,  nervously,  “suppose  we 
go  back  a  little  further.  I  think  we  can  see  the  cliff  bet¬ 
ter.” 

Fred  guessed  at  once  the  reason  for  this. 

He  could  not  help  a  smile,  for  it  would  bring  the  part) 
nearer  to  the  trail  and  enable  them  to  make  a  quick  re¬ 
treat  if  it  became  necessary. 

So  Fred  deferred  to  the  wishes  of  the  two  miners,  and 
went  back  to  the  point  named. 

Here  they  sat  down  and  waited. 

It  gradually  grew  darker,  and  time  passed.  Fred  helped 
to  pass  the  time  by  telling  stories,  and  Dodge  and  Wiry 
Bill  were  so  interested  that  they  almost  forgot  that  there 
were  such  things  as  ghosts  in  the  place. 

But  at  last  it  became  very  dark  in  the  defile. 

Then  suddenly  as  Fred  was  winding  up  a  thrilling 
story,  Terry  looked  up  to  the  mountain  wall  and  gave  a 
start.  The  others  looked  at  the  same  moment,  and  Dodge 
and  Bill  half  arose  as  if  to  flee. 

For  there  far  up  on  the  face  of  the  cliff  were  to  be  seen 
a  couple  of  weird  white  figures.  They  seemed  to  drift 
across  the  face  of  the  cliff,  and  the  next  moment  vanished 
in  the  orifice  in  the  cliff. 

It  was  certainly  fully  a  thousand  feet  up  to  the  spot 
where  the  figures  were  to  be  seen. 

For  a  moment  all  were  silent. 

Dodge  and  Bill  wer  shivering  as  if  they  were  afraid. 
Fred,  however,  very  coolly  turned  and  said: 

“That  was  very  clever,  was  it  not?” 

“Fearnot,”  whispered  Dodge,  “don't  you  think  we  had 
better  get  out  of  here?  That  proves  what  the  mountain 
men  said.  They  are  ghosts.” 

Fred  laughed  and  said: 

“Those  ghosts  are  very  human,  Dodge.  I  will  prove  it 
to  you  before  we  leave  here.  Now  put  away  all  fears  and 
be  sensible.  Ghosts  do  not.  flit  along  cliff  walls  to  scare 
credulous  men  like  you  and  the  mountain  men.  They 
1  have  more  serious  business.  That  is  a  clever  fake.  Just 
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how  it  is  done  remains  to  be  seen,  but  we  will  expose  it  all 

the  same.” 

The  two  miners  were  really  ashamed  to  run,  though  it 
was  certain  that  they  would  have  preferred  to  do  so.  They 
stared  at  the  face  of  the  cliff,  and  then  again  a  couple  of 
white-clad  figures  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  cliff  and 
seemed  to  flit  across  the  face  and  again  vanish  in  the 
hole. 

They  sat  there  and  saw  this  act  performed  in  intervals 
of  several  minutes,  and  then  Fred  suddenly  arose. 

('he  will  see  what  we  can  do,”  he  said,  quietly;  “I  won¬ 
der  if  a  shot  at  them  will  have  any  effects 

So  the  next  time  the  two  white  figures  showed  on  the 
face  of  the  cliff  Fred  carefully  raised  his  revolver  and 
fired.  He  did  not  aim  to  hit  the  figures,  but  to  strike  the 
cliff  beside  them. 

The  shot  went  where  it  was  sent.  There  was  a  quick 
movement  on  the  part  of  the  figures,  and  they  vanished 
in  the  orifice  and  did  not  come  out  again. 

Fred  and  Terry  and  the  two  miners  waited  for  over  an 
hour  at  the  base  of  the  cliff,  but  the  weird  manifestation 
did  not  appear  again. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that?”  said  Fred  with  a  laugh; 
“now,  boys,  you  can  see  that  it  is  all  a  fake.  I  scared 
them  so  that  they  will  not  dare  to  come  again.  It  would 
be  no  joke  if  either  one  of  those  fakirs  was  to  get  a  bullet 
and  come  down  from  that  height.” 

Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill,  however,  could  not  seem  to  aban¬ 
don  their  superstitious  fancies.  They  were  silent,  but 
Fred  could  see  that  they  were  not  convinced  as  yet. 

And  suddenly  a  strange  blue  light  began  to  illumine  the 
defile  and  creep  across  the  face  of  the  cliff.  The  two 
miners  were  so  scared  now  that  they  did  not  know  what 
to  do. 

As  the  weird  light  began  to  creep  slowly  down  toward 
them,  Dodge  gave  a  suppressed  yell,  and  Wiry  Bill  fol¬ 
lowed  suit.  The  next  moment  the  two  miners  were  flying 
down  the  trail  in  the  darkness  as  if  Old  Nick  was  after 

them. 

Fred  and  Terry  were  so  amused  that  they  laughed  until 
their  sides  ached. 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that?”  laughed  Fred; 
“they  are  a  couple  of  brave  men,  are  they  not?” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so,”  said  Terry  ;  “to  think  that  they 
would  get  out  like  that.  Why,  that  light  is  only  a  little 
magic  powder  burned  up  there  on  the  cliff.” 

“Which  proves  more  than  anything  else  that  human 
forces  are  at  work  here,”  said  Fred;  “I  wonder  who  they 
are?  What  is  their  game,  and  I  again  wonder  if  it  has 
anything  to  do  with  the  secret  mine.-'” 

“You  can  bet  all  your  simoleons  on  that,  Fred.  They 
are  trying  to  scare  the  prospectors  away.” 

The  boys  felt  sure  of  this. 

But  they  could  not  help  but  wonder  what  this  new  fac¬ 
tion  vras.  They  had  believed  heretofore  that  the  mountain 
men  were  the  onlv  foes  to  encounter  in  the  Lost  Gulch  dis¬ 
trict. 

It  i corned  that  they  were  up  against  another  faction. 

How  powerful  it  was  or  how  many  were  connected  with 
it  a  question.  However,  the  boys  were  sure  of  one 


thing,  and  that  was  that  they  were  of  a  mote  intelligent 
character  than  the  mountain  men. 

They  knew  the  use  of  chemicals,  and  also  how  to  work 
on  the  fears  of  the  superstitious  men.  This  would  indi¬ 
cate  that  whoever  they  were,  it  was  certain  that  they  were 
men  of  intelligence. 

Fred  knew  that  it  would  be  harder  to  deal  with  them 
than  with  the  mountain  men. 

He  and  Terry  watched  the  blue  light  suffuse  the  gorge 
and  the  cliffs,  and  then  gradually  die  out. 

After  it  was  gone,  Fred  arose  and  whispered: 

“Now  is  our  time,  Terry.  We  are  going  to  investigate 
this  matter.” 

“I  am  with  vou,  Fred.” 

So  the  two  youths  started  off  along  the  trail  until  they 
came  to  the  very  base  of  the  cliff.  Here  they  were  in  ab¬ 
solute  darkness.  Fred  felt  of  the  cliff  wall  to  see  if  there 
was  a  foothold  there  to  climb  up. 

But  he  was  not  able  to  discover  any. 

It  was  perfectly  smooth,  and  would  hardly  support  the 
clinging  vines  that  at  intervals  clung  to  it.  There  was 
plainly  no  way  to  climb  up  to  the  orifice  in  the  cliff  where 
the  figures  were  in  the  habit  of  vanishing. 

But  the  two  youths  felt  their  way  along  the  cliff  until 
they  were  some  distance  down  the  pass.  Here  they  came 
to  the  end  of  the  cliff  wall  and  found- rough  ledges. 

It  was  possible  to  climb  up  over  these,  and  they  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  do  so. 

However,  when  they  had  recalled  a  height  of  over  two 
hundred  feet,  they  discovered  to  their  dismay  that  there 
was  a  cleft  between  them,  and  the  cliff  wall  that  could  not 
be  traversed. 

At  least  if  it  was  to  be  crossed  it  must  be  by  means  of  a 
long  rope,  and  to  pass  such  across  from  that  side  seemed 
impossible.  However,  Fred  peered  through  the  gloom  and 
whispered : 

X 

“I  am  going  to  take  a  daring  chance,  Terr}'.  Of  course, 
it  is  only  one  chance  in  hundreds.  But  nevertheless  I  am 
going  to  try  it.  I  can  see  a  spur  of  the  cliff  across  there. 
If  I  can  loop  this  lariat  over  it,  maybe  it  would  hold  me 
to  slide  across.” 

“Try  it,  Fred.” 

Fred  skilfully  unloosed  the  lariat  and  looped  it.  He 
leaned  far  out  over  the  cleft  and  skilfully  swung  it.  Over 
his  head  it  looped,  and,  making  a  wide  circle,  he  at  last 
swung  the  loop. 

Across  the  chasm  it  went,  and  there  was  a  little  catch 
and  a  pull.  But  it  came  swishing  back  again. 

Fred  had  missed  it. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  REVELATION. 

“Hard  luck,  Fred,”  said  Terry  in  a  whisper;  “try  it 
aerain.  I  think  you  will  do  it  this  time.” 

Ho  once  again  Fred  swung  the  loop.  This  time  it 
seemed  to  slip  along  the  spur  and  slide  off  to  the  east. 
Fred  then  recovered  the  loop  and  caught  onto  the  reason 
for  this  at  ouce. 
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“1  have  it,”  lie  said;  “it  will  be  easy  now.” 

The  next  time  Fred  cast  the  lariat  he  whirled  it  the 
other  way.  This  brought  the  loop  across  the  spur,  and  it 
caught  on  a  projection.  There  it  tightened  instantly  and 
held. 

“All  right,  Terry,”  whispered  Fred,  “we  have  a  hold! 
Now  to  test  it!” 

Of  course,  both  knew  the  deadly  risk. 

If  the  lariat  should  not  be  firm  on  its  grip  of  the  spur 
of  rock,  the  weight  of  Fearnot  would  permit  him  to  fall 
with  a  crash  to  the  bottom  of  the  gorge.  It  would  mean 
instant  death. 

However,  Fred  was  not  the  one  to  hesitate.  He  put  his 
weight  on  the  lariat  and  then  swung  off  the  ledge.  He 
was  swept  across  the  cleft,  and  the  next  moment  was  go¬ 
ing  up  the  rope  hand  over  hand  until  he  reached  the  spur. 
Here  he  clung  for  a  moment  and  made  a  startling  dis¬ 
covery. 

Right  against  the  wall  of  the  cliff  there  was  a  path. 

It  was  narrow  and  might  have  been  made  by  mountain 
goats.  However,  it  was  there,  and  Fred  swung  up  onto  it. 

He  was  certain  now  that  this  was  the  path  used  by  the 
figures  that  flitted  across  the  face  of  the  cliff  to  frighten 
the  mountain  men.  Fred  found  secure  foothold,  and  then 
seeing  Terry  dimly  through  the  darkness,  he  made  a  signal 
to  him  that  he  was  going  to  swing  him  the  end  of  the  lariat 
so  that  he  could  come  over  also. 

Terry  reached  out  as  the  rope  swung  over  and  caught  it. 

The  next  moment  he  was  also  swinging  across  the 
chasm. 

Fred  caught  him  as  he  came  over  and  helped  him  to  se¬ 
cure  a  foothold.  They  were  safe  on  the  path.  It  looked 
as  if  they  were  in  a  fair  way  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the 

cliff. 

“Well,  here  we  are,”  whispered  Terry;  “that  was  taking 
a  chance  all  right,  Fred.  We  might  have  dropped.” 

“That  is  the  chance  of  adventure,  Terry,”  said  Fred  in 
a  whisper;  “I  guess  we  will  soon  unravel  this  cliff  mys¬ 
tery.” 

“What  if  we  get  into  a  corner  up  here  where  we  will  be 
unable  to  defend  ourselves?” 

“Oh,  I  guess  we  will  not.  Anyway,  we  are  taking 
chances.” 

Now  they  proceeded  to  creep  along  the  narfow  path. 
Thev  were  fullv  a  thousand  feet  above  the  base  of  the  cliff 
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now.  A  single  misstep  would  result  in  an  awful  death. 

So  the  two  youths  proceeded  with  great  care. 

They  fairly  crept  along  the  narrow  way,  and  at  last 
reached  a  point  close  to  the  orifice  in  the  cliff  wall.  Here 
suddenlv  a  blinding  flash  nearly  caused  the  bovs  to  lose 
their  hold.  It  seemed  to  come  from  the  interior  of  the  hole 
in  the  cliff  wall. 

For  a  moment  it  blinded  them. 

The  next  moment  the  darkness  was  greatly  intensified, 
and  they  had  to  remain  some  time  where  they  were  cling¬ 
ing  on  with  great  tenacity  until  they  were  able  to  see. 

Then  gradually  their  sight  came  back,  and  objects  about 
them  became  more  plain.  Fred  crept  closer  to  the  orifice, 
and  then  stepped  into  it.  He  was  followed  bv  Terry. 

They  were  in  a  sort  of  cavern  which  extended  into  the 


cliff.  It  was  wholly  dark.  They  began  to  realize  what  a 
risk  they  were  taking. 

For  if  there  was  a  foe  in  the  place  he  would  have  them 
at  his  mercy.  However,  no  attack  was  made  upon  them, 
and  Fred  was  astounded,  as  was  Terry,  to  hear  a  voice  that 
was  kindly  and  musical  say: 

“Why  have  you  risked  your  lives  to  come  up  here.'” 

Fred  could  see  nothing  of  the  speaker.  It  was  wholly 
dark  beyond,  but  he  promptly  answered: 

“We  are  trying  to  solve  this  mystery.” 

“Of  what  interest  is  it  to  you?”  asked  the  voice. 

“We  own  a  mine  up  here  and  have  just  had  a  battle  with 
mountain  outlaws.  Our  miners  are  frightened  by  the 
tricks  that  are  used  here,  and  we  decided  that  we  would  in¬ 
vestigate  them.” 

“You  took  great  chances.  We  could  have  sent  you  to 
your  death.  However,  we  are  not  evil-minded,  and  wish 
no  one  harm.  All  that  we  ask  is  to  be  let  alone  in  peace.” 

“Who  are  you?”  asked  Fred  in  surprise,  and  with  great 
interest. 

“Do  you  wish  to  know?  Place  your  hands  over  your 
eyes  a  moment,  as  you  will  be  blinded  if  you  do  not.” 

Fred  and  Terry  obeyed  the  command.  Then  a  moment 
later  the  voice  said : 

“Now  you  mav  remove  your  hands  and  see.” 

The  moment  the  boys  removed  their  hands  from  their 
eyes  they  met  with  an  amazing  spectacle.  They  saw  the 
high  arches  of  the  cavern  revealed  in  a  white  light  made 
by  blazing  chemicals. 

In  the  center  of  the  cavern  floor  stood  two  white- 
bearded  men.  They  looked  like  patriarchs  with  their  long 
beards  and  hair  of  snow  white.  They  were  dressed  in  white 
robes  that  flowed  to  their  feet. 

For  a  moment  Fred  and  Terry  stood  spellbound. 

Then  one  of  the  strange  men  spoke  up : 

“Of  course,  you  are  surprised  at  this  spectacle.  You 
wonder  who  we  are  and  why  we  are  dressed  thus,  and  live 
here.  I  will  tell  you.  We  are  two  who  have  tasted  the 
sweets  and  also  the  bitter  of  the  world,  and  have  sickened 
of  it  all.  We  have  come  up  here  to  spend  our  days  in  soli¬ 
tude  and  peace.  We  have  found  it  and  are  happy.  The 
strange  manifestations  you  have  seen  were  employed  by  us 
to  keep  rough  men  away.  However,  we  recognize  you  as 
of  a  different  type,  and  therefore  we  trust  you  with  our 
secret.  We  are  what  you  might  call  hermits.” 

In  an  instant  the  truth  was  plain  to  Fred  and  Terrv. 

It  explained  all  to  them.  They  knew  why  the  strange 
lights  were  used  and  what  the  objects  of  the  strange  men 
were.  It  was  a  wonderful  revelation,  and  Fred  exclaimed 
with  pleasure: 


“It  is  indeed  a  surprise  to  us,  and  we  are  pleased  to 
learn  that  all  this  is  for  no  evil  purpose.  Far  be  it  from 
as  to  disturb  you  in  your  life  of  quiet  and  peace,  and  we 
wish  you  no  harm.”  , 

“We  are  sure  of  that,  sir.  If  we  had  believed  that  you 
were  evil  men  we  would  never  have  permitted  vou  to  come 
so  far.  You  would  have  been  sent  to  your  death.  Wo 
drove  the  outlaws  out  of  here  as  you  were  trving  to  do. 
Therefore  we  might  be  reckoned  as  friends.” 


“Certainly!”  cried  Fred,  with  great  earnestness; 
know,  then,  the  whole  storv.” 


vou 
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IE  we  knew  it  all,  and  we  stood  ready  to  help  yon,  as 

■oil  now  know  we  have.  But  the  Gulch  is  now  clear  of 
■V  '  men,  and  we  trust  that  you  will  be  able  to  go  ahead 
nth  your  mining  projects.  We  will,  however,  be  obliged 
o  lay  claim  to  the  silver  mine.  It  was  legally  registered 
>y  us  long  since.  Me  will  concede  vour  rights  to  a  certain 
legree,  but  the  mine  belongs  to  us,  and  we  hope  that  we 
vill  have  no  trouble  over  it.” 

Fred  was  astounded. 

Then  the  secret  silver  mine  was  the  property  of  others, 
ind  he  and  Terry  had  no  right  to  lav  claim  to  it.  How¬ 
ever,  the  two  boys  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  asserting 
heir  claim  in  view  of  this  fact. 

“This  is  a  surprise  to  us,”  said  Fred;  “of  course,  if  we 
lad  known  it  we  would  never  have  considered  laving  claim 
o  it.  You  have  undoubtedly  the  prior  right.” 

“We  have,  young  sir.  We  do  not  care  for  the  material 
>art  of  the  mine,  for  the  silver  is  of  no  value  to  us.  But 
*  the  mine  with  all  its  wonderful  interior  is  our  home.  We 
enjoy  a  wonderland  there.  It  is  beyond  all  conception.  If 
you  wish  we  will  show  you  what  our  underground  paradise 


4 


* 


is.  Please  follow.” 

With  that  the  two  hermits  led  the  way  into  the  cave. 
They  used  torches  made  of  some  sort  of  hollow  tubes  which 
fed  oil  lights.  They  gave  a  bright  white  light  and  showed 
every  object  clearly  in  the  place. 

Into  the  mine  they  now  went. 

And  a  revelation  was  accorded  the  two  youths. 

From  one  chamber  to  another  they  passed.  One  cham¬ 
ber  was  all  aglow*  with  wonderful  colors  from  the  reflection 
of  the  light  upon  masses  of  crystals  of  all  colors  set  in  the 
roof  bv  nature.  Another  chamber  showed  masses  of  glis- 
tening  silver  oar,  and  still  another  showed  streaks  of  gold 
through  the  ledge.  t 

It  was  most  wonderful,  and  like  a  view  of  an  enchanted 
cave. 

As  they  went  on  the  hermits  told  them  about  the  pe¬ 
culiarities  of  the  secret  mine.  They  declared  that  it  was 
in  the  first  place  a  natural  cave,  and  that  the  early  miners 
had  simply  made  the  shaft  by  which  to  mine  the  ore  and 

get  it  out. 

There  were  intricate  passages  and  wonderful  chambers 
leading  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 

The  further  they  went  the  more  wonderful  was  the  reve¬ 
lation. 

Fred  and  Terry  were  more  than  astonished.  They  fol¬ 
lowed  their  aged  guides  for  a  long  ways  underground,  and 
at  last  they  came  into  a  room  where  there  was  a  fire  and 
sk:n  mats,  and  all  the  comforts  of  a  comfortable  abode. 

“This  is  our  home,”  said  one  of  the  hermits;  “we  live 
fcprc  and  cook  our  food.  Tt  is  of  the  simplest  sort.  There 
h  ;  --ecret  vallev  up  here  in  the  hills  where  we  raise  our 
gra’n=  and  vegetables,  as  did  the  cliff  dwellers  who  were 
here  before  us.  We  never  hunt,  because  we  do  not  eat  the 
fp.,h  0f  animals.  Yet  we  manage  to  live  splendidly  and 


\  era ve  nothing  beyond  what  we  get  here. 

“This  is  very  wonderful,”  said  Fred,  “but  you  cannot 
tr  /  ■  r:  ISC  of  this  wonderful  home.  You 

*  ar<  V/th  getting  o'd/’ 

The  hermit  bowed  low. 

“7  hat  i.-  true,  young  man.  It  is  in  the  order  of  nature 


that  we  shall  die  soon.  We  have  nearly  reached  the  limit 
of  our  existence,  and  then  we  will  have  to  pass  on  as  others 
have  done.  However,  the  cavern  will  be  our  home  till  the 
last.” 

“And  then  what?” 

“The  next  discoverer  will  be  the  owner,  of  course.” 

Fred  found  that  the  two  wonderful  old  men  were  far 
advanced  in  thought  and  education.  They  had  books  and 
writing  material  there,  and  did  much  studying.  One  of 
them  was  a  gifted  astronomer  and  studied  the  stars  all  the 
time  from  a  point  on  the  summit  of  the  mountain. 

They  even  had  brought  into  the  wilderness  a  powerful 
telescope  with  which  they  were  able  to  study  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  heavenly  bodies  and  the  wonders  of  the 
heavens. 

Certainly  Fred  and  Terry  were  willing  to  admit  that 
they  had  never  come  upon  a  more  startling  and  interesting 
revelation  that  this.  They  enjoyed  the  time  spent  with 
the  hermits  beyond  all  expression. 

But  at  last  Fred  said : 

“This  is  all  very  wonderful.  It  is  all  the  more  pleasing, 
as  we  are  to  be  friends.  You  will  not  look  upon  ns  with 
hostility,  and  we  shall  respect  your  rights  here.  Of  course, 
you  will  have  no  objection  to  our  working  our  gold  claim 
as  long  as  it  does  not  conflict  with  your  home  interests 
here.” 

“By  no  means,”  said  the  hermits,  warmly,  “we  will  be 
delighted  to  know  that  you  are  neighbors,  and  hope  that 
you  will  often  visit  us  here.  But  we  will  ask  that  you  do 
not  reveal  our  secret  home  to  any  one  else.  It  is  not  easv 
to  guess  what  their  motives  might  be.  The  knowledge 
that  there  was  a  vast  treasure  here  in  the  shape  of  ore 
might  lead  them  to  covet  it  and  try  to  drive  us  out.” 

“You  may  be  sure  that  your  secret  is  safe  with  us,”  said 
Fred,  warmly. 

With  that,  Fred  and  Terry  proceeded  to  take  leave  of 
the  two  hermits.  They  passed  out  of  the  mine  by  a  pas¬ 
sage  that  the  hermits  showed  them,  and  to  Fred’s  amaze¬ 
ment  it  was  on  the  spot  where  he  had  first  discovered  the 
entrance  to  the  secret  mine. 

When  Fred  and  Terry  were  once  more  in  the  open  air 
thev  were  in  a  far  different  frame  of  mind. 

o 

“Well,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  “our  dream  of  a  silver  mine 
is  exploded.” 

“That  is  all  right,  Terry:  we  have  no  right  to  take  the 
property  of  others.  I  am  glad  that  we  discovered  these 
old  men.  Now  we  can  send  the  miners  hack  to  their  own 
claims.  We  will  not  need  them  to  work  the  silver  mine.” 

“That  is  right,  Fred.  However,  we  will  pan  out  enough 
gold  from  our  own  claim  to  pay  us  for  the  price  of  our 
claim,  and  let  it  go  at  .that.  We  have  had  lots  of  fun,  any¬ 
way.”  / 

The  boys  sensibly  decided  thus. 

They  now  made  their  way  down  into  the  pass.  They 
knew  how  to  find  the  camp  where  the  other  miners  were, 
and  soon  they  came  to  it.  The  miners  were  most  of  them 
curled  up  in  their  blankets  asleep,  but  Dodge  and  Wiry 
Bill  were  pacing  up  and  down  outside  excitedly. 

They  were  really  waiting  for  Fred  and  Terry  to  return, 
and  when  they  saw  them  they  were,  indeed,  surprised. 
They  ran  up  eagerly  and  asked: 
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“What  happened?  Did  you  run  away  also?” 

Fred  laughed,  as  he  said : 

“Indeed,  no  !  We  ran  right  toward  the  ghosts  and  made 

a  discovery  that  was  most  pleasant.  The  ghosts  are  special 

friends  of  ours,  and  we  are  to  visit  them  often.” 

Of  course,  the  two  miners  would  not  believe  this. 

They  fancied  that  Fred  and  Terry  were  fooling  them. 

They  listened  and  shrugged  their  shoulders. 

“Anyway,”  said  Dodge,  “you  will  never  get  me  to  go 

up  there  again.  I  tell  you  all  the  gold  and  silver  in  the 

country  would  not  get  me  to  hobnob  with  ghosts.” 

Fred  and  Terry  laughed  and  did  not  attempt  to  explain 

the  matter  further.  It  was  enough  for  them  to  know  that 

the  two  hermits  were  safe.  In  any  event  they  could  be  left 

in  safety  now,  for  it  was  certain  that  the  miners  would 

* 

never  trouble  them. 

Fred  and  Terry  were  free  now  to  work  their  claim  for 
gold,  and  after  that  to  take  leave.  This  was  what  they 
decided  to  do.  But  there  were  other  incidents  in  store  for 

them. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

IN  THE  MINING  CAMP. 

When  Fred  and  Terry  and  the  miners  got  back  to  Half¬ 
way  they  found  that  there  was  great  excitement  in  the 
mining  camp. 

The  knowledge  that  the  gang  of  outlaws  had  been  wiped 
out,  and  that  the  gold  claims  of  Lost  Gulch  were  once  more 
open,  caused  great  rejoicing,  and  the  names  of  Fearnot  and 
Olcott  were  on  every  tongue. 

There  was  a  mass  meeting  of  the  miners  before  the 
tavern,  and  calls  were  made  for  the  two  daring  youths  who 
had  been  plucky  enough  to  dare  Hawkes  and  old  Whitey. 

Of  course,  they  had  to  appear  before  the  crowd, 
though  they  were  modest  in  their  manner  of  receiving  so 
much  honor.  The  miners  called  on  Fred  for  a  speech. 

Fred  made  a  few  remarks,  telling  them  that  the  work  of 
wiping  out  the  outlaws  was  not  especially  strenuous  or 
risky,  and  that  law  and  order  must  in  most  cases  win  out. 

He  pointed  out  to  them  that  no  place  could  hope  to  pros¬ 
per  unless  there  was  organized  government,  and  advised 
them  to  at  once  see  that  men  were  appointed  for  looking 
after  the  policing  of  the  town. 

lie  was  cheered  to  the  echo. 

Of  course,  the  miners  were  all  delighted  to  know  that 
they  could  go  back  to  their  claims,  and  that  it  was  safe  for 
them  to  wrork  again.  There  was  an  exodus  into  the  hills, 
for  every  miner  there  had  a  claim  of  some  kind  that  he  had 
been  working. 

But  the  tavern-keeper  who  had  put  the  two  youths  out 
of  his  tavern  because  they  had  taken  sides  against  Hawkes 
and  his  men,  was  most  abject  in  his  apologies  now. 

“You  see,  gentlemen,”  he  said,  “my  position  as  tavern- 
keeper  is  a  very  precarious  one.  If  I  do  not  take  care  not 
In  antagonize  any  of  the  men  who  come  here,  there  is 
danger  that  I  will  be  burned  out.  To  lose  my  tavern  would 
be  terrible  to  me.” 

“I  understand,”  said  Fred,  coldly,  “but  you  are  quite 


mistaken.  It  pays  to  always  take  a  stand  for  the  right,  no 
matter  what  the  consequences.  ^  ou  would  have  had  the 
respect  of  every  .man  in  this  community,  including  the 
bandits  themselves.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  do  not  have  their  respect,” 
said  the  boniface,  angrily. 

“I  certainly  do  say  so.  I  have  heard  many  comments 
in  regard  to  your  stand.  The  miners  all  know  that  you 
catered  to  Hawkes  and  his  gang,  and  really  aided  him. 
You  were  a  traitor  to  the  community.” 

“See  here,  young  man,  that  is  a  pretty  strong  accusa¬ 
tion.”  *  f 

“I  will  stand  back  of  it  because  it  is  true,  and  you  can¬ 
not  deny  it.  You  ordered  me  and  my  partner  out  of  your 
house  because  you  feared  the  anger  of  Hawkes.” 

“Well,  didn’t  I  just  explain  to  you  why  that  was?” 

“Your  explanation  is  a  poor  one.  It  is  a  cowardly  one. 
It  does  not  win  the  respect  or  confidence  of  any  one.  That 
is  all,  sir.” 

The  landlord  was  so  angry  that  he  wanted  to  take  the 
matter  up  with  Fred  in  a  physical  way.  But  he  lacked  the 
courage. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  neither  Fred  nor  Terry  remained 
at  the  tavern,  for  they  had  secured  quarters  with  Dodge  in 
another  part  of  the  town.  What  was  more,  there  was  talk 
of  building  another  tavern. 

So  that  the  tavern-keeper  who  had  been  so  loyal  to  the 
outlaws  wTas  pretty  sure  to  lose  in  the  end.  The  trade 
would  undoubtedly  go  to  the  new  tavern,  for  the  miners 
did  not  feel  friendly  toward  him. 

This  made  of  the  tavern-keeper  an  enemy  toward  Fred 
and  Terry.  To  be  sure,  they  did  not  especially  care,  still 
they  would  as  soon  have  had  his  friendship.  But  they 
promptly  forgot,  all  about  the  incident  in  the  train  of 
events  that  followed. 

Of  course,  the  development  of  the  silver  mine  was  put 
ofT.  Fred  and  Terry  had  no  intention  of  fighting  t-he 
claims  of  the  two  hermits,  for  they  were  no  doubt  just. 

So  they  began  work  on  their  own  claim.  They  found 
that  some  gold  could  be  washed  out  of  it,  and  they  worked 
day  after  day  taking  out  dust.  They  succeeded  in  finding 
a  small  pocket  of  nuggets,  and  that,  made  them  whole  on 
the  price  they  had  paid  for  the  claim. 

They  now  began  to  think  of  leaving  Halfway,  for  they 
had  already  spent  a  long  time  there.  They  knew  that 
they  must  soon  return  East,  for  business  interests  would 
call  them  there. 


Fred  had  letters  from  Fredonia  and  from  his  sweet¬ 


heart,  Evelyn  Olcott,  who  had  arrived  home  safely  and 
was  anxious  that  he  and  Terry  should  come  back.'  She 
wrote  that  t lie  folks  were  well,  but  that  thov  were  all 
eagerly  expecting  the  boys  to  return. 


“I  guess  that  we  will  call’this  our  last  week  here. Terry.*’ 
he  said  when  they  went  back  to  the  town  that  day;  “we 
hrno  made  ouisel\es  whole  on  the  working  of  the  claim. 
We  did  not  realize  the  big  fortune  that  we  had  expected, 
bet  we  have  had  some  excitement  and  lots  of  fun.  T 
think  1  would  really  like  to  see  the  folk?  at  home.” 

“Same  here,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  eagerly;  “I  believe  that 
we  can  start  something  in  Fredonia.” 

So  they  made  pluns  to  go. 
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Bn:  the  next  morning  as  they  were  making  their  way  to 
the  claim  they  met  a  couple  of  men  who  were  strangers  to 
them.  They  were  driving  a  burro,  on  whose  back  was  a 
mining  kit. 

“Hello,  pards,"  said  one  of  the  men  in  a  respectful  way; 
“are  you  prospecting  up  here?” 

“We  have  been  working  a  claim  for  some  time,”  said 

Fred. 

“Oh.”  said  one  of  the  men,  “we  are  looking  for  a  claim. 
Can  vou  tell  us  where  we  can  buv  one?” 

“Yes,"  said  Fred;  “ours  is  for  sale.  I  will  not  say  that 
it  will  be  a  great  bargain,  but  we  have  not  worked  it  all 
out.  For  all  we  know  there  may  be  more  gold  there  than 
we  have  taken  out.” 

The  two  men  were  interested  and  asked  Fred  where  it 

was. 

When  he  told  them,  they  declared  that  they  would  look 
at  it.  saving  that  it  was  probably  what  they  wanted. 

“All  right,"  said  Fred:  “please  come  with  us  and  we 
will  take  great  pleasure  in  showing  it  to  you.” 

So  the  two  men  walked  back  with  Fred  and  Terry  to 
the  claim,  driving  the  burro  with  the  pack  on  its  back. 
They  seemed  to  be  friendly  fellows,  and  told  some  stories 
of  prospecting  further  up  in  the  Rockies. 

“We  have  had  queer  luck,”  said  one  of  the  men  who 
gave  his  name  as  Baxter;  “we  struck  pay  dirt  up  here  at 
a  place  called  Big  Knob.  We  took  out  seven  thousand 
dollars  in  two  davs.  It  looked  as  if  we  had  a  bonanza,  and 
we  were  expecting  to  make  our  dot  all  right.  But  after 
we  made  that  rake-off  we  struck  nothing  else.  What  was 
the  hardest  of  all  was  that  we  were  robbed  of  everv  cent 
of  it.” 

“Robbed?”  exclaimed  Fred;  “that  is  queer.  How  did 
,  that  happen?” 

The  two  miners,  Baxter  and  Hobbs,  told  the  story. 

“We  left  the  gold  under  a  bunk  in  our  cabin,”  said 
Baxter;  “we  dug  a  hole  in  the  ground  and  buried  it. 
f  Thinking  it.  safe  there,  we  did  not  look  for  it  for  over  a 
week.  When  we  opened  the  cache  we  found  that  the  gold 
was  gone.  Now  we  do  not  know  when  it  was  taken  or 
who  took  it.  There  was  a  fellow  named  White  in  the  camp 
who  disappeared  at  that  time.  We  had  an  idea  that  it  was 
he  who  took  it,  though  he  posed  as  a  preacher  and  gave 
meetings  every  night  to  the  miners.” 

Fred  and  Terry  gave  a  start. 

“Oh,  my!”  exclaimed  Fred,  “I  wonder  if  that  was  old 
Whitey.”  - 

The  two  miners  looked  at  Fred  questioningly. 

“Do  you  know  him?” 

“I  am  not  sure.  Describe  him  to  us.” 

“Well,  he  is  an  old  man  with  very  handsome  face  and 
long,  white  hair  and  beard.  He  wears  boots  and  a  Prince 
Albert  coat.  He  makes  a  splendid  sermon,  and  converted 
manv  of  the  miners  while  there.  ’ 

Fred  and  Terry  gave  a  gasp. 

“Oh.  rnv!”  exclaimed  Terry,  “that  is  old  Whitey  to  a 

dot.” 

“Thunder !  Do  you  know  him  ?” 

“Do  we?"  said  Fred;  “why,  he  is  the  worst  kind  of  a 
crook.  He  was  driven  out  of  these  hills  with  In's  gang  of 
me  e*  n  in*  i!  ia-t  week.  He  is  a  bad  man. 


The  miners  were  startled. 

They  were  sure  that  it  was  old  Whitey  after  the  de¬ 
scription  given  them  by  Fred,  and  declared  that  if  they 
ever  got  sight  of  him  they  would  shoot  him.  Baxter,  es¬ 
pecially,  was  excited. 

“Pards,”  he  said,  “that  was  an  awful  blow  to  me.  I 
am  a  poor  man,  but  honest,  and  I  never  stole  a  penny  in 
my  life;  I  have  a  wife  and  two  children  at  home 
in  the  East.  The  wife  is  very  ill,  and  I  may  not  get  back 
to  see  her  alive.  I  had  planned  to  get  home  with  part  of 
that  money  and  make  tilings  happy  for  them.  But  I  was 
strapped  by  the  loss  of  that  gold,  and  cannot  go.  1  expect 
to  hear  any  day  that  my  dear  wife  is  dead.  It  is  a  ter¬ 
rible  thing  for  me.” 

Fred  and  TerVy  were  much  impressed  by  this  statement 
of  the  miner. 

Of  course,  they  sympathized  with  him.  That  old  Whitey 
should  practice  such  deceit  and  steal  the  gold  from  these 
poor  miners  was  something  which  ought  to  be  punished. 

“Can  you  tell  me  where  we  can  find  that  old  white- 
haired  scamp?”  they  asked  eagerly;  “I  would  like  to  have 
a  word  with  him.” 

“I  am  sure  I  cannot,”  said  Fred;  “I  fear  that  he  has 
skipped  to  some  distant  point.  He  said  something  about 
going  to  Mexico.  I  would  not  be  surprised  if  he  had  gone 
there.” 

“Then  we  can  never  hope  to  get  square  with  him.” 

“I  am  very  sorry.” 

V  xf 

But  by  this  time  they  reached  the  claim.  Fred  showed 
the  miners  all  over  it.  They  were  pleased  with  the  show¬ 
ing  that  was  made,  but  they  wanted  to  know  the  price. 

Fred  looked  at  Baxter  a  moment,  and  then  he  said: 

“I  take  it  that  you  are  both  of  you  strapped?” 

“Mister,  we  are!  You  will  have  to  stake  us  until  we 
can  take  out  gold  enough  to  pay  you.” 

“I  do  not  care  to  do  that,”  said  Fred. 

“Oh,  say,  we  are  honest  and  we  will  work  to  pay  you  up 
every  cent.” 

Fred  smiled  and  placed  a  hand  on  Baxter’s  shoulder. 

“My  good  man,”  he  said,  “we  have  worked  this  claim 
about  out.  We  have,  in  our  opinion,  taken  out  most  of 
the  gold  dust.  Now  I  would  not  think  of  selling  it  to  you 
for  an  exorbitant  price  and  making  you  work  to  pay  for 
it.” 

“But  we  must  get  a  chance,  and  we  have  not  a  penny  to 
start  with.  In  fact,  if  we  located  a  claim  we  would  not 
have  the  fee  to  register  it.”  . 

“That  is  just  why  I  will  not  sell  you  tin's  claim,”  said 
Fred. 

The  two  miners  looked  distressed. 

“We  are  sorry.  We  have  never  expected  to  get  a  chance. 
That  is  the  kind  of  treatment  we  have  received  ever  since 
we  have  been  in  this  region.  1  guess  there  are  no  Chris¬ 
tian  people  hereabouts.” 

“You  are  wrong,”  said  Fred;  “there  are  many.  Now, 
I  am  not  going  to  sell  you  this  claim.  The  reason  is  be¬ 
cause  I  do  not  want  to  cheat  you.  You  will  not  be  able  to 
take  out  gold  enough  to  pay  a  fair  price  for  it  in  a  month. 

I  We  have  worked  it  out  and  are  about  to  abandon  it.  Now 
'you  might  as  well  have  it  as  any  one  else.  It  will  pan  out 
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enough  to  give  you  a  start.  You  may  accept  a  present  of 
it,” 

Fred  held  out  his  hand  to  the  startled  miners. 

For  a  moment  they  could  hardly  speak.  Then  tears 
showed  in  the  eyes  of  Baxter,  and  he  grabbed  Fred’s 
hand. 

‘'Is  that  straight,  friend ?”  he  asked. 

‘‘I  give  you  my  word  on  it.” 

“Heaven  bless  you!  I  am  grateful  to  you.  I  will  never 
forget  you.  We  need  this -bit  of  help;  and  if  we  succeed 
after  this,  we  will  remember  you,  be  sure.  Stranger,  I 
take  back  what  I  said  a  few  moments  ago.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,”  said  Fred;  “now  the 
claim  is  yours,  and  you  may  have  the  title  to  it.  It  will 
cost  you  nothing.  I  hope  that  you  may  strike  some  pocket 
of  nuggets  that  we  have  overlooked.  If  }rou  do,  I  shall 
be  more  pleased  than  if  we  had  struck  them  ourselves.” 

“Oh,  say,  mister,  you  are  the  whitest  fellow  I  ever 
met.”  * 

The  two  miners  were  so  grateful  to  Fred  and  Terry  that 
they  thanked  them  most  profusely  and  began  to  unload 
their  burro.  In  a  few  moments  they  were  making  camp 
and  getting  their  kit  into  working  order. 

Fred  and  Terry  were  pleased,  as  they  had  intended  to 
abandon  the  claim  anyway.  If  it  could  be  of  any  use  to 
start  these  miners  again  they  would  feel  well  repaid. 

So  thev  shook  hands  with  Baxter  and  his  mate  and 
left. 

They  went  down  to  the  town,  and  on  the  way  Terry  said : 

“Well,  Fred,  I  am  glad  that  we  were  able  to  do  these 
poor  chaps  a  good  turn.  Of  course,  they  will  not  get  much 
out  of  that  claim.” 

“Oh,  well,  if  they  pull  out  a  few  hundred  dollars  it  will 
help  them  and  do  us  no  harm.  I  am  sure  that  they  will 
do  that.” 

“It  is  odd  that  they  should  be  victimized  by  old  Wliitey, 
is  it  not?”  '  , 

“If  they  were  victimized  by  him.  Of  course,  there  is  no 
evidence  except  that  he  was  there,  and  that  he  disappeared 
right  after  that.  It  is  a  pretty  sure  thing  that  he  got  the 
gold,  of  course.  Still,  it  may  be  that  it  was  some  one 
else.” 

“I  wish  that  I  knew  where  the  old  scamp  is.  If  I  knew 
I  would  go  after  him,  and  you  bet  he  would  cough  up  that 
gold.” 

“I  guess  Jie  would.” 

Fred  and  Terry  stopped  that  night  with  Dodge  and  Wiry 
Bill  Ward.  The  two  prospectors  were  doing  well  with 
their  claim  up  in  the  hills,  and  they  declared  that  they 
owed  it  all  fo  Fred  and  Terry. 

“Say,  if  it  had  not  been  for  you  fellows  we  would  never 
have  had  the  nerve  in  all  the  world  to  rout  those  outlaws 
out  of  the  hills.” 

“They  are  routed  out,”  laughed  Fred;  “I  suspect  that 
they  will  never  come  back  here.” 

Fred  had  not  told  the  two  prospectors  that  he  and  Terry 
were  going  to  take  leave  of  Halfway,  but  now  he  broke  the 
news  to  them.  They  were  greatly  distressed,  saying: 

“Oh,  say,  that  is  too  bad.  You  are  the  right  kind  to 
have  in  a  place  like  this.  If  ever  Halfway  should  become 


a  city,  vou  would  be  the  one  we  would  want  for  mayor, 

j  j  j 

Fearnot.  Better  remain  and  come  up  with  the  place.” 

“That  is  a  great  inducement,”  laughed  Fred,  “but  there 
is  one  thing  that  I  would  like  to  do  before  going.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“I  would  like  to  go  up  into  the  hills  after  grizzlies.  I 
know  that  there  are  some  big  ones  up  there.  I  want  a 
pelt  to  take  back  home  with  me.” 

“Oh,  say,  Fearnot,  do  you  mean ’that?5 
T  surely  do.”  H 

Well,  you  can  count  on  us.  We  will  be  glad  to  take  a 
day  off  and  go  with  you.  We  will  guarantee  to  bring  back 
some  good  ones,  too.  I  know  where  the  grizzlies  live  up 
there.”  ? 

“Good  for  you!”  cried  Fred,  exuberantlv;  “it  is  a  bar- 
gain.  If  you  are  willing,  we  will  start  up  there  to-mor¬ 
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Surest  thing  you  know,”  agreed  the  two  miners. 

So  it  was  planned  that  they  should  go  after  grizzlies  the 
next  morning  early.  They  would  start  right  at  sunrise. 
The  place  where  Dodge  claimed  they  could  be  found  was 
about  five  miles  into  the  hills. 

Shall  we  take  ponies?”  asked  Fred. 

Oh,  yes !  It  will  save  time.  We  can  corral  them  some¬ 
where  and  go  after  the  bears  on  foot.” 

So  the  hunt  was  planned. 

It  is  needless  to  sav  that  the  two  youths  from  New  York 
were  pleased.  Both  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill  were  old  bear 
hunters.  They  knew  the  habits  of  grizzlies  from  way- 
back,  and  were  sure  to  locate  them. 

Fred  and  Terrv  had  hunted  the  bears  before  and  knew 
much  about  them.  But  Dodge  knew  the  region  like  a 
printed  book. 

So  that  night  they  prepared  for  the  trip. 

The  next  morning  early  they  were  ready  and.  mounting 
they  set  out.  They  were  armed  with  fine  Remington 
rifles  and  had  supplies  with  them. 

They  rode  into  the  hills  over  back  trails  that  were 
known  to  Dodge.  It  was  an  hour  later  that  after. making 
their  way  through  the  wildest  sort  of  a  region  they  came 
to  bear  signs. 

Wiry  Bill  was  first  to  discover  them. 

He  traced  them  to  a  huge  drift  of  trap  rock  that  had 
many  apertures  in  it.  and  it  was  here  that  the  grizzlies  had 
their  dens.  Tracks  were  found,  and  at  last  they  came  to 
the  mouth  of  one  of  the  dens. 

There  was  plenty  of  signs  that  Old  Ephraim,  as  the 
grizzly  is  called  in  the  Rockies,  made  that  his  home.  It 
was  planned  to  smoke  him  out. 

So  fagots  and  old  refuse  was  collected  and  placed  in 
the  mouth  of  the  den.  Then  logs  were  heaped  upon  this 
and  it  was  fired.  The  smoke  was  then  driven  into  tl 
by  means  of  heaping  rocks  upon  all. 

It  was  some  time  before  suddenly  the  heap  of 
gave  a  heave  outward,  and  then  out  came  a  hulking 
and  the  next  moment  the  rifles  were  speaking. 

.  In  spite  of  the  bullets  that  were  tired  rapidly  in 
carcass  of.  the  bear,  he  seemed  to  bear  a  charmed  lif 
emerged  from  the  debris  furious  andsjeady  for  fight 
reared  up  on  his  hind  leg.-,  and  looked  mighty,  indee< 
turned  to  rush  at  his  foes. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  STROKE  OF  LUCK. 

i'  Of  course,  the  hunters  fired  into  the  bear's  carcass  as 
fast  as  they  could,  trying  to  reach  a  vital  spot. 
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But  this  was  disproved  at  once.  The  surface  of  the  coin 
would  have  shown  the  impact  of  the  bullet. 

“You  did  not  hit  it,  Bill,”  said  Dodge;  “you  are  a  bum 
shot.” 

Oh,  say,  I  will  bet  that  you  kain’t  hit  it,”  sniffed  Bill. 
_  Well,  I  will  give  it  a  trial,  anyway.” 

L  Bear  hunters  know  well  how  hard  it  is  to  kill  bruin  with  ;  With  that,  Dodge  tried  the  trick. 

hi>  thick  hide  and  layers  of  fat.  The  bear  seemed  to  give  He  also  emptied  his  magazine,  but  did  not  hit  the  coin, 

no  heed  at  all  to  the  shots,  but  came  right  at  the  hunters.  The  two  hunters  were  crestfallen.  But  now  Fred  re- 
There  was  a  wicked  fury  in  his  little  eyes,  and  he  sin-  marked : 
gled  Fred  out.  He  bore  down  upon  him  like  a  thunderbolt,  j  “it  is  not  an  easy  shot;  still,  it  can  be  done.” 

pred,  hov ever,  got  behind  a  boulder  and  fired  at  close  “Oh,  sa}'’,  what  is  the  matter  with  your  trying  it,  Fear- 

range.  This  bullet  struck  a  vital  spot,  and  bruin  suddenly  not,”  cried  Bill;  “you  haven't  had  a  shot  yet.” 

*.  coi 'apsed.  He  died  quickly  now,  as  he  was  shot  full  of  “Very  well,”  said  Fred,  quietly,  “I  will  try.  But  if  I 

do  not  hit  it  I  shall  not  be  disgraced,  as  two  good  shots 
y  But  he  was  hardly  disposed  of  when  out  came  another  pave  failed.” 

member  of  the  bear  family.  He  was  nearly  as  big  as  the  .  «0h,  say,”  said  Wiry  Bill,  with  a  grimace,  “don't  rub 

[  first  one.  '  it  in,  Fearnot.” 

fi  There  was  some  livelv  shooting  to  get  him.  But  at  last 


he  keeled  over,  and  then  the  job  of  ripping  off  the  pelts 

was  begun. 

After  that  the  juicy  hams  were  taken  out,  and  then  the 
hunters  were  ready  to  start  home.  The  hunt  had  been  a 

success. 

The  miners,  Dodge  and  Wiry  Bill,  were  more  than 

pleased. 

They  declared  that  Fred  was  a  splendid  shot,  for  it  was 
his  aim  that  killed  the  bears  in  each  case. 

“I  say,  Fearnot,”  said  Wiry  Bill,  “I  would  like  to  see 
what  you  can  do  with  a  rifle. '  I  once  hit  a  penny  plumb  in 
the  center  at  fifty  yards.” 

“That  is  a  good  shot,  Bill,”  laughed  Fred;  “I  am  not 
pure  that  I  can  beat  you  at  the  game.” 

I  “Just  for  fun  I  will  give  you  a  try.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred,  “i  will  go  you.” 

I  With  that  the  hunters  suspended  operations  in  prepar¬ 
ing  to  make  the  start  home.  Fifty'  paces  were  measured 
Spif  an(|  then  a  silver  half  dollar  was  placed  against  the 
trunk  of  a  tree. 

It  was  barely  visible  at  that  distance,  but  Wiry  Bill  took 
up  his  Remington  and  fired  at  it.  There  was  a  moment 
of  sharp  gazing  after  the  smoke  cleared  away,  and  then 
Ltl  saw  that  the  half  dollar  still  remained  where  it  was 

blaced. 

-  1  “Missed,  by  thunder!”  exclaimed  the  hunter;  “I  bet  E 
■don't  miss  it  this  time.  Here  goes !” 

With  that  he  fired  again 


All  laughed,  and  now  Fred  stepped  up,  and  without 
seeming  to  take  much  aim,  fired.  The  two  hunters  gave 
a  gasp  as  they  saw  the  coin  fly  from  its  position  on  the  tree. 

“Thunder!  It  was  easy  for  him.”  said  Dodge;  “we  are 
a  couple  of  fools,  Bill.  What  a  shot !” 

!  “It  was  a  fluke,”  said  Bill;  “I  bet  he  can’t  do  it  again.” 

The  silver  half-dollar  was  recovered  and  placed  again  on 
the  tree.  Then  Fred  fired  again,  and  again  the  coin  flew 
i  away.  The  two  hunters  were  aghast,  and  said  nothing. 

Wiry  Bill  put  his  rifle  aside  and  turned  and  began 
wrapping  up  the  pelts.  Dodge  also  did  the  same.  Noth¬ 
ing  more  was  said  about  fancy  shooting. 

But  they  were  soon  on  their  wav  back  to  Half  wav. 

They  packed  the  pelts  on  the  back  of  one  of  the  ponies 
and  rode  slowly  down  the  mountain  trail.  Suddenly  as 
i  they  turned  a  bend  in  the  trail  they  came  upon  a  surprisin 
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scene. 

Two  men  dismounted  from  ponies  were  right  in  the  trail 
having  a  fierce  fight  with  knives.  They  were  wrestling 
and  Irving  each  to  transfix  flic  other. 

“Hello!”  exclaimed  Wiry  Bill,  “what  is  here?  It  looks 
like  a  love  feast.  They  are  having  it  out  all  right.” 

The  men  paid  no  hoed  to  the  new  arrivals. 

But  they  fought  like  demons.  Back  and  forth  they 
struggled,  and  each  tried  to  get  the  stab  at  the  other.  Then 
our  hunters  were  astonished  to  recognize  one  of  them  as 
old  Whitey. 

The  old  outlaw  was  having  the  struggle  of  his  life.  He 


.  ,  1 1  j_  1inlp  was  a  powerful  man  in  spite  of  his  age,  and  the  other 

the  smoke  cleared  it  was  seen  that  the  half:  /  ,  ...  **  rp,  .  ,  6  ,  ,  ,, 

,  l  seemed  a  tov  in  his  grasp.  1  hough  tor  all  that  he  could 
-till  there.  The  hunter  was  surprised.  ,  •  ^  °  1  ,  -  a  . 

,  .  ,,  -  I,  „  ;  not  seem  to  get  the  upper  hand  oi  him. 

there  is  something  the  matter  with  my  sights/7 ; 

Suddenly,  however,  and  before  Fred  or  his  companions 
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lined  bis  rifle;  “I  will  trv  agm/ 

,tio(!  hp  magazine  at  the  half-dollar  and  did  :  could  interfere,  the  old  outlaw  turned  the  opponent’s  hand 
tood  bv  quietly.  The  hunter  was  angry )  »T>ward  and  drove  his  own  knife  into  his  arm. 

A  yell  of  agony  escaped  the  fellow, and  then  he  wrenched 
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a  fool!”  he 
•itb  me.” 
walked  out  a 
a!!  about 


exclaimed;  “I  wonder  what  is  the 

Tin 


himself  awnv  and  darted  off  down  the  trail.  He  carried 


ined  the 


|  the  old  outlaw’s  knife  with  him,  and  old  Whitey,  breath- 
c  were  |  less,  stood  and  looked  after  him.  But  he  did  not  otfer  to 


tree. 

n,  but  not  once  bad  it  been  pursue  him. 
he  opinion  that  the  bullets  had  “Well,  T  will  be  hanged !”  raid  Fred  in  a  loud  voice;  “we 

mu . .  cr\  firmlv  fixed  thf’re  i  meet  again,  do  we  not?” 

The  old  outlaw  turned  and  caught  sight  of  Fred.  In- 
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stantlv  ho  reached  for  his  revolver,  but  Fred  had  him 
covered. 

“Hands  up!"  said  Fearnot  in  a  voice  of  steel;  “you  arc 
handicapped,  old  fellow.  Hands  up!” 

Whitey  saw  that  there  was  no  chance  for  him,  and  he 
instantly  put  his  hands  above  his  head.  In  a  moment  Fred 
and  his  companions  had  dismounted  and  were  by  his  side. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me?”  demanded  the 
outlaw  with  a  desperate  light  in  his  eyes;  “you  remember, 
Fearnot,  that  you  agreed  that  1  should  go  free  if  I  gave 
up  the  Lost  Gulch  claim s.” 

“Sure  thing!”  said  Fred,  quietly;  “you  did  go  free, 
did  you  not  ?” 

“Then  I  will  go  now.  That  fool  tried  to  make  me  give 
up  my  money.” 

“Oh,  he  held  vou  up,  ch  ?”  asked  Fred. 

“Yes.  I  guess  he  didn’t  know  who  1  was.” 

“I  see !  Now,  White,  your  life  is  dear  to  you,  is  it  not?” 

The  outlaw  looked  at  Fred  from  the  corner  of  his  eye. 

“Most  every  man's  life  is  dear  to  him.” 

“Yes,  yes;  I  know,  but  veu  are  especially  fond  of  living. 
At  least,  you  do  not  want  to  stretch  hemp.” 

“Oh,  say,”  said  White,  with  pale  face,  “you  aren't  going 
to  hang  me.” 

“That  depends.  Of  course,  there  is  a  price  on  your 
head.  You  are  badly  wanted.  However,  I  guess  that  I 
ee^i  let  you  off  on  one  condition.” 

The  outlaw’s  face  lit  up. 

“What  is  that?” 

“On  condition  that  you  give  up  that  seven  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  that  you  stole  from  the  prospector,  Baxter,  at  Big 
Knob.  That  was  about  the  meanest  kind  of  a  theft.  That 
poor  fellow  wanted  that  money  bad  to  get  back  to  his  dying 
wife  and  family.  Because  you  took  it  he  has  to  remain 
here  while  his  wife  dies  alone.” 

Whitey  turned  deadly  pale. 

“I  never  stole  any  such  sum,”  he  said;  “I  don't  know 
who  you  are  talking  about.  It  is  nothing  to  me.” 

“Don’t  you  lie  to  me,  Whitey,”  said  Fred,  coldly;  “I 
can  stand  anything  better  than  a  lie;  now  that  is  the  only 
chance  you  have  for  life.  We  have  a  good  strong  lariat 
here,  and  it  will  be  an  easy  matter  to  string  you  up  to  that 
tree  over  there.  Will  you  give  up  that  money  or  will  you 
hang?  Which  is  it?” 

Fred  covered  the  old  rascal  with  his  revolver. 

The  outlaw  shook  like  a  leaf.  For  a  moment  he  looked 
about  as  if  to  make  a  break  to  escape.  But  he  saw  that 
Terry  and  the  others  were  about  him.  There  was  no 
escape. 

That  settled  it. 

He  gave  in  at  once.  He  placed  a  liand  in  his  belt  and 
said  : 

“All  right!  I  will  do  it  for  you  if  you  will  agree  that  I 
go  free.  That  will  be  a  promise  that  you  will  keep?” 

“1  never  make  a  promise  that  1  do  not  keep,”  said  Fred. 

With  that  the  rascal  drew  out  a  money  belt.  In  it  were 
gold  coins  to  the  value  of  the  amount  lost  by  the  two 
miners,  Baxter  and  his  mate.  Fred  carefully  counted  the 
money. 

He  placed  it  in  his  own  belt,  and  then  said  : 

“There  is  your  pony.  Get  into  the  saddle  and  ride  for 


your  life.  Do  not  ever  come  back  here.  The  next  time 
you  are  seen  in  this  region  it  will  be  your  funeral  sermon.’ 

The  old  villain  dug  for  his  horse  like  a  rabbit.  He 
jumped  into  the  saddle  and  went  down  the  trail  like  a 
whirlwind.  It  was  apparent  that  he  feared  that  his  cap- 
tors  would  repent  their  bargain. 

Fred  turned  to  the  others  and  said:  fl 

“This  is  the  best  thing  we  have  done  to-day.  That  poor 
miner  will  now  get  his  money  back,  and  he  can  start  East 
with  us  and  be  with  his  sick  wife  before  many  days.'’ 

“Hooray!”  cried  Terry;  “this  is  a  bear  hunt  all  right.” 

Then  they  mounted  their  ponies  and  rode  slowly  away 
on  the  return  to  Halfwav.  When  thev  arrived  there. 
Dodge  went  in  quest  of  Baxter. 

He  found  him  and  brought  him  to  the  cabin  where  Fred 
and  Terry  lived.  Fred  was  waiting  for  him. 

“Baxter,”  said  Fred,  “I  have  good  news  for  you." 

The  miner  looked  surprised. 

“Eh?  What  is  it?”  lie  asked. 

Fred  pulled  the  money  out  of  his  belt.  He  spread  the 
gold  eagles  down  on  the  table,  and  said : 

“Count  that!  I  think  there  is  seven  thousand  there.'’ 

The  miner  nearly  fell  over. 

“What?”  he  gasped;  “is  it  the  money  that  was  stolen 
from  me?” 

“If  it  is  not  the  money,  it  is  the  equivalent,”  said  Fred. 

Baxter  nearly  fainted.  Terry  had  to  support  him  for  a 
moment. 

He  counted  the  money  and  found  that  it  was  the  right 
amount.  Then  he  rushed  up  to  Fred  and  embraced  him 
wildly. 

“I  will  never  forget  you  in  all  my  life,"  be  cried  ;  “you 
are  the  best  friend  that  I  ever  had  in  my  life.  Oh,  I  am 
so  happy,  for  now  I  can  go  home,  and  perhaps  I  can  sa\e 
the  life  of  my  dear  wife.” 

. 

The  next  day  Fred  and  Terry  bade  adieu  to  all  in  Half¬ 
way  camp.  The  miners  were  all  sorry  to  see  the  boys 

Baxter  packed  up  his  effects  and  took  leave  of  his  part¬ 
ner,  temporarily,  and  accompanied  the  boys.  In  due  time 
thev  reached  New  York,  and  Baxter  went  to  his  wife's  bed- 
side  and  found  that  she  was  dying. 

At  least  he  was  able  to  be  with  her  in  her  last  moments, 
and  he  was  always,  grateful  to  Fearnot  for  the  help  that 
lie  had  given  him.  pjt 

Fred  and  Terry  later  went  up  to  Fredonia  to  join  their 
friends  there.  But  their  adventures  in  the  West  made 
good  stories  for  them  and  they  were  obliged  to  tell  thev 
over  and  over  again. 


Next  week's  issue  will  contain  “FRED  FEAR \ 01 


DETECTIVE;  OR, 
GAME.” 
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THE  PIRATES  OF  THE  CARIBBEAN  SEA. 


By  Horace  Appleton. 


It  was  in  those  exciting  days  when  the  country  was  in 
the  throes  of  war  with  Mexico.  No  unimportant  part  it 
was  which  the  navy  had  to  play  in  that  contest. 

Though  Mexican  war  vessels  were  few,  yet  there  were 
plenty  of  freebooters  and  itinerant  coasters  along  the  Cen¬ 
tral  American  coast  only  too  ready  to  enlist  as  privateers, 
and  prey  on  the  commerce  of  the  United  States. 

It  was  finally  decided  to  send  a  warship  to  patrol  the 
Bay  of  Honduras  and  other  parts  of  the  Caribbean  Sea. 

The  vessel  selected  for  this  purpose  was  the  clipper-built 
J  ship,  W  ar  Eagle,  Captain  Lester  Worden  in  command. 

Captain  Worden  decided  to  stop  a  while  at  Belize,  for 
*  the  purpose  of  gaining  information.  When  Captain  Worden 
went  ashore  with  his  boat’s  crew  he  was  warmly  welcomed 
bv  the  British  commandant,  who  extended  to  him  a  cordial 
hospitality. 

Captain  Worden  was  an  astute  man,  and  did  not  at 
•  once  venture  to  make  the  inquiries  which  were  his  object 
in  landing  there.  After  hobnobbing  with  Colonel  Archi¬ 
bald,  the  commandant,  he  ventured  to  remark,  carelessly: 

“I  have  heard  of  some  piracy  along  your  coast.  Is  it 
irremediable?5’ 

“Ah,  my  dear  sir,”  said  Colonel  Archibald,  deprecat- 
ingly,  “I  regret  that  it  is  so.  But  there  is  little  here 
C  compared  with  the  piracy  of  the  Caribbean  Sea.  In¬ 
deed,  there  is  one  wretch  who  boldly  preys  upon  the  com¬ 
merce  of  your  country  under  the  guise  of  a  privateer.  He 
^is  a  literal  fiend,  and,  1  believe,  exemplifies  the  saying, 
'‘dead  men  tell  no  tales.'  ” 

“What  may  be  the  name  of  this  pirate?’’ 

“He  is  known  only  as  Red  Muriel,  on  account. of  his 
^appearance.  Though  of  a  dark-skinned  race,  he  has  hair 
and  mustache  of  a  peculiar  bright  red.” 

Captain  Worden  returned  to  his  ship,  but  before  he 
had  been  in  port  many  days  he  learned  other  important 
facts,  among  them  the  locality  most  frequented  by  Red 
Muriel. 

The  pirate  ship  was  bark  rigged  and  a  swift  sailer.  A 
good  armament  was  carried  and  a  large  crew.  Ihe  usual 
.plan  was  to  run  down  a  merchantman,  lay  alongside  with 
I  (?*  grappling-irons,  carry  the  fight  on  to  the  victim’s  deck, 
|  and  then,  after  killing  everybody  on  board,  to  loot  and 

I  scuttle  the  ship. 

!  ^  A  member  of  the  War  Eagle’s  crew  who  seemed  to  be 
more  than  ordinarily  interested  in  the  pirate  was  a  young 
kmiddv,  named  Ralph  Hayden.  He  was  a  tall,  handsome 
fellow'  popular  with  all,  and  a  thorough  gentleman.  As 
Captain  Worden  came  back  from  the  commandant  with 
the  story  of  Red  Muriel,  Ralph  was  more  interested  than 
jj  anv  one  else.  lie  seemed  to  be  the  victim  of  a  powerful 

emotion. 

I'.  “This  Red  Muriel  would  attack  any  ship  flying  the 
tr  American  flag  on  sight?”  he  asked  of  Captain  Worden. 

II  “Yes,”  replied  the  captain. 

“And  hia  game  is  to  kill  everybody  on  board  and  sink 

Arthe  »hip?” 

“Exactly  l” 


‘‘lie  must  be  a  demon!” 

“He  certainly  is,  and  it  must  be  our  work  to  run  him 
down.” 

“Then  the  sooner  it  is  done,  the  better!”  cried  Ralph, 
forcibly.  “Let  us  lose  no  time,  Captain  Worden.” 

Among  Ralph  Hayden’s  warm  friends  on  board  were 
two  apprentices.  Royal  May  and  David  Jeffreys.  To  them, 
in  the  privacy  of  a  corner  of  the  gun  deck,  Ralph  impart¬ 
ed  the  thrilling  reasons  for  his  interest  in  the  running 
down  of  Red  Muriel. 

“My  father,  Harold  Hayden,  of  New  York,  is  a  civil 
engineer  and  surveyor.  Two  years  ago  my  mother  died. 
My  father  wished  me  to  join  my  fortunes  with  his.  But 
I  had  just  entered  the  navy,  and  could  not  honorably  se¬ 
cure  a  discharge  just  then. 

“I  went  to  sea  and  my  father,  about  this  time,  hit 
upon  a  startling  surprise  and  one  which,  if  successful, 
promised  great  reward.  It  seemed  that  a  distinguished 
traveler,  named  Samuel  Dean,  had  learned  of  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  buried  treasure  in  the  heart  of  a  forest  in  Nicar¬ 
agua.  Millions  were  there,  awaiting  only  the  skill  of 
some  one  versed  in  the  wavs  of  the  country  and  surveying 
to  recover  them. 

“In  his  dilemma,  after  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  re¬ 
cover  the  treasure,  Dean  came  to  my  father.  They  at 
once  came  to  an  agreement,  and  my  father  agreed  to  go 
with  Dean  and  do  the  surveying  for  a  share  in  the  treas¬ 
ure.  But  it  was  necessary  to  have  a  ship  to  carry  out 
the  plan,  so  my  father  wrote  me,  asking  me  to  leave  my 
post  and  join  them.  I  was  to  be  made  captain  of  the 
treasure  ship.  I  obtained  leave  of  absence  to  visit  my 
father  and  Mr.  Dean  in  New  York,  and  consult  with  them. 
They  were  greatly  disappointed  at  my  inability  to  go 
'with  them.  However,  I  succeeded  in  finding  a  trust¬ 
worthy  shipmaster,  named  Captain  Warlpck,  who  owned 
the  ship  Adventurer,  and  he  was  enlisted  in  the  cause. 
The  Adventurer  was  fitted  out  and  started  upon  her  cruise. 
A  point  on  the  Mosquito  Coast,  near  the  Pearl  Cays,  was 
to  be  the  landing  place. 

“While  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Dean  I  met  my  fate.  Alice 
Dean  is  the  sweetest  girl  on  earth.  1  mean  to  win  her 
for  my  wife,  if  such  a  thing  is  possible.  But  enough  of 
that.  While  we  were  at  Havana  last  week  I  got  another 
letter  from  my  father.” 

The  two  apprentices  were  now  very  much  interested  in 
Ralph’s  story. 

“Has  he  found  the  treasure,  Ralph?”  asked  young  Jef¬ 
freys. 

“Maybe  they’ve  started  for  home!”  said  Royal. 

Ralph  nodded. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “they  found  the  treasure,  and  it  is  on 
the  Adventurer,  and  she  is  somewhere  in  these  seas,  on 
her  way  home.” 

“Jupiter!”  exclaimed  Jeffreys.  “You  don’t  mean  it, 
Ralph!” 

“Of  course  your  father  will  look  out  for  you!”  exclaimed 
Royal. 

“Won’t  you  be  rich!” 

“Lucky  fellow!” 

“Don’t  forget  your  old  pards  aboard  the  War  Eagle.” 

“There  is  no  danger  of  that,”  said  Ralph,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes.  “When  the  war  is  over  I  shall  resign,  and 
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then  we  will  all  go  into  the  shipping  business  together. 
What  sav  you?” 

“Hurrah!”  shouted  the  excited  apprentices. 

“But  just  now  I  am  in  a  state  ol  desperate  voiiiment, 
said  Ralph.  “Alice  is  on  board  the  Adventurer,  as  well 
as  the  treasure.  The  ship  will,  of  course,  fl\  the  Amcii 
can  flag,  and  if  this  piratical  scoundrel.  Bed  Muriel, 
should  come  across  her— good  heavens!  I  cannot  hear, 
to  think  of  it!” 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  two  apprentices  were 
keyed  up  to  the  highest  pitch  of  excitement  and  interest. 

So  it  happened  there  was  more  than  a  common  interest 
in  the  chase  as  the  War  Eagle  plowed  the  waters  of  the 

Caribbean  Sea  in  quest  of  the  pirate. 

Days  passed,  and  many  ships  of  all  nations  were  spoken, 
but  none  of  them  reported  having  seen  Red  Muriel.  But 
one  day  the  lookout  spied  a  floating  wreck  on  the  horizon. 

The' War  Eagle  bore  down  toward  it.  The  vessel  was 
a  full-rigged  ship,  with  a  number  of  shot  holes  in  her 
hull,  and  waterlogged. 

As  the  vessel’s  stern  swung  about,  Ralph  read  the 

name : 

“Adventurer,  New  York.” 

He  nearly  fainted,  and  one  of  the  oarsmen  in  the  boat 
sent  to  board  the  wreck  had  to  relieve  him  at  the  tiller.  ^ 

“My  heavens!”  he  groaned,  “the  worst  lias  happened! 

Stepping  upon  the  deck  of  the  floating  wreck,  it  was 
easy  to  see  the  work  of  the  pirate.  Rotting  bodies  of  sea¬ 
men  lav  about,  where  they  had  been  cut  down  by  che 
pirates.  Evidently  a  desperate  battle  had  taken  place. 

But  though  the  vessel  was  searched,  he  found  no  trace 
of  the  bodies  of  his  father,  Mr.. Dean,  nor  Alice.  Some¬ 
thing  like  a  thrill  of  hope  revived  in  his  bosom. 

Upon  the  cabin  table  Ralph  found  a  hastily  scrawled 
note.  It  was  in  his  father’s  hand,  and  read : 


tant  vessel.  He  saw  she  was  bark  rigged.  Hu 
flag,  which  could  not  be  seen  as  to  color  at  that 
was  pulled  dowTn  and  another  sent  up.  At  once 

tain's  suspicions  were  aroused. 

Chase  was  given.  The  hark  was  overhauled,  ai 

across  her  how  brought  her  to. 

There  seemed  to  he  much  confusion  on  her  d 
the  hasty  closing  of  ports.  Captain  \\oidcn  ar 
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“To  Whomsoever  May  Chance  to  Board  This  Wreck: 

“Greeting. — We  are  in  the  power  of  Red  Muriel,  the 
Merciless.  There  is  little  hope  for  us  that  our  lives  may 
be  spared;  yet  one  thing  alone  may  do  it.  The  villain  has 
confiscated  our  treasure,  recovered  from  the  ancient  ruins 
in  Nicaragua.  He  has  demanded  to  know  the  spot  where 
we  found  it,  and  promise  us  our  lives  if  we  will  show  him. 
I  have  little  faith  in  his  word;  yet,  should  this  reach  the 
eye  of  a  would-be  rescuer,  I  pray  you,  in  the  name  of 
Heaven!  sail  at  once  for  the  Pearl  Cays  and  look  tor 
Muriel’s  ship.  May  Heaven  favor  us! 

“Harold  Hayden.” 


A  wild*  cry  of  hope  and  joy  escaped  Ralph’s  lips. 

“The  villain  lias  spared  their  lives  upon  that  conditon! 
he  cried  wildly.  “Now  for  the  Pearl  Cays  with  all  haste. 
Heaven  help  us!” 

Back  to  the  War  Eagle  went  the  young  middy.  Of 
course,  Captain  Worden  listened  with  great  interest  to 
his  story.  Straight  for  Pearl  Cays  the  course  was  laid. 

Two  days  later,  after  a  swift  passage,  they  were  in  that 
vicinity.  Suddenly  the  lookout  shouted  : 

“Sail  ho!” 

'Where  away?”  shouted  Captain  Worden. 

'Dead  ahead,  and  hearing  to  windward.” 

Captain  Worden  brought  his  glass  to  bear  upon  the  dis- 


den,  the  middy,  and  the  two  apprentices,  Royal  Mi 
David  Jeffreys,  accompanied  them.  Straight  ior  th 
went  the  boat. 

“What  think  you  of  those  deep  seams  in  her 

asked  Captain  'Worden,  turning  to  Ralph. 

“They  look  like  disguised  gun  ports,”  replied  the  latter. 

“We  shall  see,”  said  the  captain.  Jj|| 

The  longboat  ran  alongside  the  hark.  A  man  at  the 

rail  asked  in  Spanish: 

“What  want  you,  senor?”  ^ 

“We  want  to  come  aboard,”  replied  Captain  Worden:*  |l 
“We  are  a  Spanish  trader,  and  not  at  war  with  your  * 

country.”  e 

“I  want  to  see  your  captain.  Lower  your  gangwav. 
Leaving  two  men  in  the  boat,  the  captain  and  the  rest 
of  the  crew  climbed  to  the  deck  of  the  vessel.  The  cap¬ 
tain  of  the  bark  now  approached  them. 

He  was  a  tall,  swarthy  fellow,  wearing  topboots  and  a 
serape,  with  a  tasseled  cap  on  his  head.  His  led  mus¬ 
tache  and  hair  at  once  convinced  his  visitors  that  he  was 

Red  Muriel.  -  A  A  ji 

“Well,  senor,  what  can  a  poor  trader  do  for  you?'' 

“Red  Muriel,”  said  Captain  Worden,  “concealment  is 

useless.  I  demand  your  surrender.” 

At  a  signal  from  the  pirate  chief  two  score  wild  and 
savage-looking  men,  armed  to  the  teeth,  appeared. 

“Now,  senor  captain,  you  are  in  the  lion's  den!”  cried 
[  the  pirate  chief.  “Surrender  or  Red  Muriel  will  kill  you!” 

“Never!”  cried  Captain  Worden.  “The  least  hostile 
move  on  your  part,  and  you  and  your  ciew  are  svept  into 

eternity!  Look!”  < 

He  made  a  gesture  toward  the  War  Eagle.  In  the 

shrouds  were  half  a  hundred  expert  riflemen,  their  guns 
covering  the  pirate  and  his  gang,  hor  a  moment  Red. 

!  Muriel’s  face  paled,  then  he  made  a  pass  at  Worden  with 
his  sword,  crying : 

“Have  at  you,  capitaine!  Red  Muriel  dies,  but  nevej 

I  surrenders!”  I 

The  pirate  crew  came  forward  like  wolves.  But  Ralph 

\  gave  the  signal,  there  was  a  crash  of  firearms,  and  Re4^ 
Muriel  and  a  dozen  of  his  men  fell.  The  others  retreatev-1 
into  the  cabin.  For  some  time  a  desultory  battle  between 
decks  followed,  the  pirates  being  driven  from  one  part  of 


the  ship  to  the  other.  But  at  last 
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surrender,  and  were  taken  aboard  the  W  ar  Eagle  in  irons. 

Harold  Hayden,  Samuel  Dean  and  his  daughter  Alice, 
were  found  locked  up  in  one  of  the  cabins.  The  stolen 
treasure  was  found  in  the  hold  and  transferred  to  tL 
warship. 

A  month  later  the  War  Eagle,  with  her  prize  in  to 
put  in  at  Norfolk.  A  largo  fortune  uae  realised  fr< 
the  treasure,  and  at  the  clo^e  of  the  war  Ralph  resign 
from  the  navy  and  he  and  Alice  wore  married 
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TON. — The  base  is  made  of 
maple,  and  the  center  piece 
of  black  walnut,  the  whole 
thing  about  inches  in 

diameter,  with  a  metal 
hook  on  the  back  so  that 
it  may  he  slipped  over  edge 
of  the  vest  pocket.  Expose 
to  view  your  New  Electric 
Bell,  when  your  friend  will 
push  the  button  expecting  to  hear  it  ring. 
As  soon  as  he  touches  it,  you  will  see  some  of 
the  liveliest  dancing  you  ever  witnessed.  The 
E'ectric  Button  is  heavily  charged  and  will 
g:ve  a  smart  shock  when  the  button  is  pushed. 

Price  10c.,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  IV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


MYSTERIOUS  PLATE  uIFTFR, 

Made  of  fine  rubber, 
with  bulb  on  one  end 
and  infiator  at  other. 
Place  it  under  a  table 
cover,  under  plate  or 
glass,  and  bulb  is  pressed 
underneath,  object  rises 
mysteriously;  40  ir.3. 

long.  Price,  25c.,  postpaid. 

C.  RUHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


TEE  GERMAN  OCARINO. 

A  handsome  metal  instru¬ 
ment,  made  in  Germany, 
from  •  which  peculiar  but 
sweet  music  can  be  produced. 
Its  odd  shape,  which  resem¬ 
bles  a  torpedo  boat,  will  attract  much  atten¬ 
tion.  We  send  instructions  with  each  instru¬ 
ment,  by  the  aid  of  which  anyone  can  in  a 
short  time  play  any  tune  and  produce  very 
sweet  music  on  this  odd-looking  instrument. 

Price,  10c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  26tli  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  GR^AT  FIRE  EATER. 

A  great  Sensational  Trick  of 
the  Day!  With  the  Fire  Eater 
in  his  possession  any  person  can 
become  a  perfect  salamander,  ap¬ 
parently  breathing  fire  and  eject¬ 
ing  thousands  of  brilliant  sparks 
from  his  mouth,  to  the  horror  ) 
and  consternation  of  ail  behold¬ 
ers.  Harmless  fun  for  all  times, 
seasons  and  places.  If  you  wish 
to  produce  a  decided  sensation  in  your  neigh¬ 
borhood  don’t  fall  to  procure  one.  We  send 
the  Fire  Eater  with  all  the  materials,  in  a 
handsome  box,  the  cover  of  which  is  highly 
ornamented  with  illustrations  in  various  col¬ 
ors.  Price  of  all  complete  only  15c.,  or  4 
boxes  for  50c.,  mailed  postpaid;  one  dozen  by 
express  $1.20. 

N.  B. — Full  printed  instructions  for  per¬ 
forming  the  trick  accompany  each  box,  which  ! 
also  contains  sufficient  material  for  giving 
several  exhibitions.  • 

‘  H.  ¥  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


ITCH  POWDER. 

Gee  whiz!  vVhat  fun 
you  can  have  with 
this  stuff.  Moisten  the 
tip  of  your  finger,  tap 
it  on  the  contents  of 
the  box,  and  a  little 
bit  will  stick.  Then 
shake  hands  with  your 
friend,  or  drop  a 
speck  down  his  back. 
In  a  minute  he  will 
feel  as  if  he  had  the 
seven  years’  itch.  It 
will  make  him  scratch,  roar,  squirm  and 
make  facei.  But  It  is  perfectly  harmless,  as 
it  is  made  from  the  seeds  ol  wild  loses,  the 
horrible  itch  stops  in  a  few  minutes,  or  can 
be  checked  immediately  by  rubbing  the  spot 
with  a  wet  cloth.  While  it  is  working,  you 
,  will  be  apt  to  laugh  your  suspender  buttons 
I  *ff.  The  beat  Joke  of  all.  Price  10  cents  a 
box.  by  mall,  postpaid. 

WOLIF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2Gth  St.,  N.  Y. 


SNAKES  IN  THE  GRASS 

Solnething  entirely 
new,  consisting  of  six 
large  cones,  each  one 
nearly  one  inch  in 
height.  Upon  light-  I 
-i  Ing  one  of  these  cones 
with  a  match,  you  see 
something  similar  to 
a  4th  of  July  exhlbi- 
ion  of  fireworks.  Sparks  fly  in  every  dlrec- 
ion.  and  aa  the  cone  burns  down  it  throws 
ait  and  is  surrounded  with  what  appears  to 
KruPB:  at  the  same  time  a  large  snake 
incohs  himself  from  the  burning  cone  and 
az  :  y  st  re  to  hen  out  In  the  grass,  which  at 
a*’  bums  to  ashes  but  the  snake  remains  as 
i.  curiosity  unharmed.  They  are  not  at  all 
la/ gerous  and  can  be  set  off  1n^  the  parlor 
f  p’aoed  on  some  metal  surface  that  will  not 
mm.  An  ordinary  dust  pan  answers  the  pur- 
K/se  nicely.  Price  of  the  six  cones,  packed  in 
in  a  strong  wooden  box,  only  10c., 

(  ;✓,«-*  for  25c.,  1  dozen  boxes  75c.,  sent  by 
nail  postpaid. 

M.  O'NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


rt'caaB 


Tbe  Etraing'.oc-UHC  cabs  mbs  a  find 


Sure  Fire 
Accuracy 
Penetration 

The  World’s 

Record  Holders 

Remington-  UMC  „22  cal. 
cartridges  have  broken 
two  records  in  lv#o  years. 

The  present  world’s  100-shot  gallery  record,  2484  ex  2500.  held  by 
Arthur  Hubalek  was  made  with  these  hard  hitting  ,22’b. 

They  will  he!p  you,  too.,  to  break  your  best  shooting  records. 

Remington-  UMC  .22  s  are  made,  too,  with  hollow  point  bullets. 
Tiids  increases  their  shocking  and  killing  power. 

Remington- UMC— th©  perfect  shooting  combination 
RFMINGT0N  ARMS-UNI0N  METALLIC  CARTRIDGE  CO.  293  Breed™.-  N.w  york  Cif, 


THE  SPRINGER. 

Don’t  miss  this  brand  new  nov¬ 
elty.  It  is  a  little  figure  made 
in  various  shapes,  perched  on  a 
spring  and  pedestal.  You  push 
down  the  spring,  set  it  where  you 
please,  and  in  a  few  moments  it 
leaps  up  into  the  air,  scaring  the 
cat,  and  sending  every  one  in  the 
room  into  convulsions  of  laugh¬ 
ter. 


Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid. 

150  W.  62 d  St.,  New  York  City. 


- 1 - 

PICTURE  POSTALS. 


Th.-f  consist  of  Jungle  sets, 
Map  and  Seal  of  States, 
Goor*.  Luck  cards,  Comics, 
with  witty  sayings  and  funny 
pictures,  cards  showing  cele¬ 
brated  person’  buildings,  etc. 
In  fact,  there  is  such  a  great 
variety  that  it  is  not  possi¬ 
ble  to  describe  them  here. 
They  are  beautifully  emboss¬ 
ed  in  exquisite  colors,  some 
with  glazed  surfaces,  and 
others  in  matt.  Absolutely 
the  handsomest  cards  issued. 

Price  15c.  for  25  cards  by 
mail. 


WOLFF  NOVELTY  €0 , 29  W.  23th  St., 


N.  Y. 


MYSTERY,  MAGIC  AND  FUN. 

i  250  Jokes  and  Riddles,  73  Toasts.  07  Parlor 

Tricks.  8  Fortune  Telling  Secrets,  5-’ 
Money-Making  Secrets,  22  Funny  Readings.  All  10c. 
Postpaid.  CHAS.  UNGER,  316  Union  Street,  Dept.  3. 
Jersey  City,  N.J. 


G.OTS  ©  ¥  FUN  FOR  A  DIME 

MM  Ventriloquists  Double  Throat 

tys&fsb  A«t<nUb  find  mjttltj  y#u t  Meni».  N.ljk  lit*  ft  bom;  wdiat  Uis.  a 
puppy;  oitj  i!ko  a  ctLiry  and  Smtta4»  bird,  and  l»u«(  of  told  Ifid 

j,  i’orojt.  LOADS  OF  FUN.  ^Vonderful  iariDtide.  -hou*» 
^andii  cola.  I’rio*  talj  19  Othsjj  4  fbt  25o«nt»  or  11  f^r  s>Q  ««ar& 
DOUaLC  THROAT  CO.  DEPT.  K  P&HX0E7* 


&  C02IPLETE  jYISfiUISfr.S,  35  CT3.  For  Theatre,  Dctcctiro  yrerk. 
Big  fun  putting  on  &  aatociBh-.o^fricadj.  A  !!  5  Dwguise*.  mail  35c.  Catalog 
Magio& TLe»fcrcccoda Free.  Bates  riajr  Co.,  Dept.  5  Melro»e,uia&&. 


FALSE 

MUSTACHES, 
BEARDS, ETC. 

Mustaches  15c.  each,  2  for  25c.;  full  beards  and  side 
whiskers,  75c.  each.  Can  be  had  in  five  colors— gray, 
red,  dark.brown,  light,  brown  and  black.  Name  Color 
you  want.  Address  CIlAS.  UNGER,  Dept  3,316  Union 
Street,  Jersey  City,  N.  J. 


DiWQ  fiSPi  Q  Air  Killes,  Opera 

DU  1  *J  RnU  UsHLO  Glasses,  Rugbys  and 

other  presents  given  free  after  you  sell  15 
pictures  of  Taft,  Roosevelt  or  Wilson.  Pictures 
sent  free.  Write. 

G.  SCUAPPA,  102  James  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 


THE  AUTOPHONS. 


A  small  musical  instru¬ 
ment  that  produces  very 
sweet  musical  notes  by 
placing  it  between  the  lips 
with  the  tongue  over  the 
edge,  and  blowing  gently 
into  the  instrument.  The 
notes  produced  are  not 
unlike  those  of  the  fife 
and  flute.  We  send  full 
printed  instructions 
whereby  anyone  can  play 
anything  they  can  hum,  whistle  or  sing,  with 
very  little  practice.  Price,  16c.;  3  for  25c., 
mailed,  postpaid. 

C.  BEIIR,  150  W.  62<1  St.,  New  York  City. 


•5CME  MAGIC 

12c  each,  or  3  for  35c. 


Dept.  3,  Jersey  City,  N.  J. 


A  WONDERFUL  ILLU¬ 
SION.  You  can  stab  a 
friend.  Your  friend  is 
not  injured  in  the  least. 
It  will  startle  all.  Price 
CUAS.  UNGEli,  316  Union  St., 


GLASS  SCOPES. 

This  popular  novelty  is  made  of 
blown  glass,  and  is  to  be  filled 
with  water.  It  then  becomes  a 
powerful  magnifier  suitable  for  en- 
arging  any  small  object  to  an  ex¬ 
traordinary  size.  Can  be  carried  in 
i  he  vest  pocket.  Price,  5c.  each  by 
pnail  postpaid. 


M.  O'NEILL,  125  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


RAI’II)  CIGARETTE  MAKER. 

This  Uttie  article 
Bhould  be  in  the  pocket 
of  every  smoker.  With  it 
a  perfect  cigarette  can  be 
made  in  ten  seconds.  You 
will  find  them  equal  in 
appearance  and  far  su¬ 
perior  in  quality  to  commercial  ones,  at  less 
than  a  quarter  of  the  cost.  With  our  cigar¬ 
ette  maker  in  your  possession,  you  can  smoke 
a  pipe  or  cigarette  at  pleasure,  as  it’s  Just  as 
easy  to  roll  a  cigarette  as  to  fill  a  pine.  Every 
part  of  the  cigarette  maker  is  handsomely 
nickel-plated.  Price,  15c.,  or  3  for  49c.  by 
mall,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26Mi  8t.,  N.  Y. 


DUPLEX  BICYCLE  WHISTLE. 

This  is  a  double  whistle,  pro¬ 
ducing  loud  but  very  rich,  har¬ 
monious  sounds,  entirely  differ¬ 
ent  from  ordinary  whistles.  It 
is  Just  the  thing  for  bicyclists 
or  sportsmen,  its  peculiar  double 
and  resonant  tones  at  onco  at¬ 
tracting  attention.  It  is  an  im¬ 
ported  whistle,  handsomely 
nickel  plated,  and  will  be  found 
a  very  useful  and  handy  pocket 
companion.  Price,  10c.;  3  for 
25c. ;  one  dozen,  75c.,  sent  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  2»  W.  26th  8<..  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  GOLD  TEETH. 


Gold  plated  tooth,  shape  made  so  that  It 
will  nt  any  tooth.  Price,  fie.,  postpaid. 
WOIJFT  NOVELTY  CO..  2D  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


8CRTRISE  KINEMATOGRAPH. 


The  greatest  hit  of  the 
season!  It  consists  of  a 
small  metal,  nickeled  tube, 
with  aliens  eye  view, 
which  JifttAvs  a  pretty  bal¬ 
let  glYl  In  tights.  Hand 
It  to  a  friend,  who  will  be 
delighted  with  the  first  pic¬ 
ture;  tell  him  to  turn  the 
\fYP _  screw  In  center  of  instru- 

MICKOSCOl  Hi.  ment  to  change  the  views,  when  a  stream  of 

By  use  of  this  wonderful  little  ml-  water  squirts  into  his  face,  much  to  his  dis- 
croscope  you  can  magnify  a  drop  of  gust.  Anyone  who  has  not  seen  this  klnema- 
stagnant  water  until  you  see  dozens  tograph  In  operation  Is  sure  to  be  caught 
of  crawling  insects;  is  also  useful  every  time.  The  Instrument  can  be  refilled 
for  Inspecting  grain,  pork,  linen,  with  water  In  an  instant,  readv  for  the  next 

- -  QT-t,r',£'w  Tbis  customer.  Price  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


CACITOO  OR  SNEEZING  POWDER. 

The  greatest  fun-maker  flt 
them  all.  A  small  ametrnt 
of  this  pewder,  when  blown 
In  a  room,  will  cause 
everyone  to  enceze  witkeut 
anyone  knowing  where  It 
cemes  from.  It  Is  very  light,  will  fleat  In  the 
air  fer  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  neok 
and  corner  of  a  room.  It  ia  perfecttly  harm¬ 
less.  Cacheo  is  put  up  In  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  contains  enough  to  be  used  from  19  te 
15  times.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each;  3  for  25e. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  20th  St..  N.  i. 


and  numerous  other  articles, 
little  Instrument  does  equally  as 
good  work  as  the  best  microscopes 
uisr.'^  and  is  invaluable  to  the  household. 
TOSy  Is  made  of  best  finished  brass;  size 
when  closed  1x2%  Inches.  Price,  SCc. 
L.  Senarens,  3-17  Wintlirop  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  \ . 


CHINESE  RING  PUZZLE. 


TRICK  PUZZLE  PURSE. 

The  first  attempt  usually  made 
to  open  It,  la  to  press  down  the 
little  knob  in  the  center  of  the 
purse,  when  a  small  needle  runs 
out  and  stabs  them  In  the  fln- 


GET  A  LOCUST. 


thing  to  make  a  bi 
noise.  So  small  you 
can  carry  It  In  your  vest  pocket,  but  It  is  as 
good  as  a  brass  band,  made  of  lacquered 
metal,  and  stamped  to  look  exactly  like  a 
locust.  It  is  as  ornamental  as  it  is  useful. 
Suitable  for  young  and  old.  Price,  12c.  each, 

by  mall. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St„  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  JOKER’S  CIGAR. 

The  biggest  sell  of  the  sea¬ 
son.  A  real  cigar  made  of 


of  sparklets.  The  moment 
the  flre  reaches  this  fountain 
*  hundreds  of  sparks  of  fire 
burst  forth  in  every  direction,  l 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  smoker.  The  fire 
Is  stage  fire,  and  will  not  burn  the  skin  or  ! 
clothing.  After  the  fireworks  the  victim  can 
continue  smoking  the  cigar  to  the  end.  Price, 
10c.;  S  for  25c;  1  dozen,  90c.,  mailed,  post¬ 
paid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2Cth  St„  N.  Y. 

THE  CAMERA  CIGAR  HOLDER. 

A  beautiful  ebonized 
cigar  holder  that  takes 
pictures.  Every  smoker 
who  loves  fun  will  want 
....  m  one  to  entertain  his 

friends.  We  furnish  with  each  holder  ma¬ 
terial,  all  prepared,  for  making  six  different 


Clicks  like  a  tele¬ 
graph  sounder  The  ,  each  one  in  a  box.  The 

best  rooter  made,  for  c*n  be  taken  out  and  replaced  in  less 

Baseball  Games,  t«an  five  minutes  without  bending  the  rings 
Meetings,  and  Sport-  °r.  bar;  „whei?,  you  kn?w  how  to  do  the  trick, 
ing  Events.  Just  the  ^rl  'e  by  mall»  postpaid,  10c.;  3  for  25c. 


-  ger,  but  does  not  open  it.  You 

,.  ,re  .**  a  genuine  can  open  it  before  their  eyaa  and  still  they 
'“*■  The  object  Is  will  be  unable  to  open  It. 

Price,  25c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 


corker. 

to  remove  the  handle 
from  the  rings.  Made 
of  polished  brass  and 
each  one  In  a  box 


Hi  .  i  n  w.  <;2 d  St.,  New  York  City. 


DEVI LINE'S  whistle. 


Nickel  plated  and 
polished;  It  pro¬ 
duces  a  near-pierc¬ 
ing  sound;  large 
seller;  illustration 
actual  size.  Price, 
12c.  by  mail. 


WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


HAPPY  HOOLIGAN 
JOKER. 

With  this  joker  in  the 
lapel  of  your  coat,  you  can 
make  a  dead  shot  every 
time.  Complete  with  rub¬ 
ber  ball  and  tubing.  Price, 
15c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St., 
New  York  City. 


SURPRISE  LETTER  DRUM. 

Stung!  That  was  one  on 
you!  The  Joke?  You  send  a 
friend  a  letter.  He  opens  it, 
and  that  releases  the  drum. 
Instantly  the  sheet  of  note 
paper  begins  to  bang  and 
thump  furiously,  with  a  rip¬ 
ping,  tearing  sound.  Guar¬ 
anteed  to  make  a  man  with  iron  nerves  al¬ 
most  jump  out  of  his  Bkin.  You  can  catch 
the  sharpest  wisenheimer  with  this  one.  Don’t 
miss  getting  a  few.  Price,  6c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y, 

THE  SURPRISE  BOUQUET. 

The  best  practical  joke  of 
the  season.  This  beautiful 
buttonhole  bouquet  is  made 
of  artificial  flowers  and  leaves 
which  so  closely  resemble 
natural  flowers  that  not  one 
person  in  a  thousand  would 
detect  the  difference.  After 
placing  the  bouquet  In  your 
buttonhole  you  call  the  attention  of  a  friend 
to  its  beauty  and  fragrance.  He  will  very 
naturally  step  forward  and  smell  of  It,  when, 
to  his  utter  astonishment,  a  fir*©  stream  of 
water  will  be  thrown  Into  his  face.  Where 
the  water  comes  from  is  a  mystery,  as  you  can 
have  your  hands  at  your  side  or  behind  you. 


CARD  THROUGH  THE  HAT  TRICK 

With  this  trick  you  bar  _  _  _  __  _  _ _  __  _ 

row  a  hat,  and  appar-  and  not  touch  the  bouquet  in  any  manner. 
♦  y  shove  a  card  up  You  can  give  one  dozen  or  more  persons  a 
through  the  crown,  shower  bath  without  removing  the  bouquet 
without  Injuring  the  from  your  buttonhole,  and  after  the  water  Is 
card  or  hat.  The  oper-  exhausted  it  can  be  immediately  refilled  with- 
ation  can  be  reversed,  out  removing  it  from  your  coat.  Cologne  can 
the  performer  seemingly  be  used  In  place  of  water  when  desired.  We 
pushing  the  card  down  have  many  funny  things  In  our  stock,  bet 
through  the  crown  Into  nothing  that  excels  this.  Price,  complete  in 
tho  hat  again.  It  is  a  a  beautiful  box,  with  full  printed  Instructions, 


photographs,  and  guarantee  every  paper  to  1  __  _ 

produce  a  completely  finished  photograph  if  on,i  trick  which  will  puzzle  or  3  for  60c.  by  mail,  postpaid, 

directions  are  followed.  Directions — Take  U  lnterest  tbe  closest  observer  and  detection  C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City, 

holder  apart  at  the  joints,  roll  up  one  of  the  impossible.  It  is  so  simple  that  a  niANV  Tnm  wv  pivr 

■mall  blank  papers  (six  furnished  with  each  vrf.JS  an  learn  h°w  to  perform  it  In  a  few  -MA.,1  TOOL  KLY  RING 

holder)  and  Insert  it  in  the  holder.  Put  the  minates- 

■tuice  10  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


holder  together  and-  smoke  a  cigar  for  one  ! 
minute.  A  beautiful  finished  photograph  will 
appear  on  the  paper,  which  can  be  taken  out 
and  preserved  for  years.  Price  of  holder,  with 
■lx  blank  pictures,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail, 
postpaid;  extra  blanks,  6c.  per  dozen. 

C.  BEHR,  160  W.  62d  St„  New  York  City. 


KANGAROO  PADLOCK. 

A  handsome  padlock  stamped 
out  of  polished  steel.  It  locks  it¬ 
self  when  the  hasp  is  pressed 
down  into  the  lock,  but  the  puzzle 


GOOD  LUCK  BANKS. 

Ornamental  as  well  as  usoful. 
Made  of  highly  nickeled  brass. 
It  h*ldr,  just  One  Dollar.  When 
filled  it  opens  itself.  Remains 
locked  until  refilled.  Can  be  used 
as  a  watchch&rm.  Money  refund¬ 
ed  If  not  satisfied.  Price,  10c. 
by  mail. 


is  to  unlock  it.  You  can  instantly 
unlock  it  with  the  key,  but  no  L.  Senarens.  347  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn  N  Y 
one  not  in  the  secret  can  unlock  1  “ — ~ - - - - — 


it.  You  can  slip  the  hasp  through 
a  friend's  buttonhole  and  force  [ 
him  to  wear  it  until  you  releaso  j 
it,  although  he  may  have  the  key  to  the  lock; 
or  a  boy  and  girl  can  be  locked  together  by 
slipping  the  hasp  through  a  buttonhole  of 
their  olothlng.  Many  other  Innocent  and 
amusing  Jokes  can  be  perpetrated  with  it 
upon  your  friends  and  acquaintances.  It  Is 
not  only  a  strong,  useful  padlock,  but  one  of 
tha  best  puzzles  ever  Invented.  Full  printed 
instructions  sen*  with  each  lock.  They  are  a 
bonanza  for  agents,  as  they  can  be  readily 
■old  for  25  cents  each.  Our  price.  I5c.;  2  for 
25c.;  one  dozen,  51.20,  cent  by  mall,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St„  N.  Y. 


LAUGHING  CAMERA. 

Everybody  grotesquely 
photographed;  stout  peo¬ 
ple  look  thin,  and  vice 
versa. 

Price,  25c.  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
20  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  wonder  of  the  age.  The  great¬ 
est  small  tool  In  the  world.  In  this 
little  instrument  you  have  In  combina¬ 
tion  seven  useful  tools  embracing  Key 
Ring,  Pencil  Sharpener.  Nall  Cutter 
and  Cleaner,  Watctt  Opener,  Cigar 
Clipper,  Letter  Opener  and  Screw 
Driver.  It  U  not  a  toy,  but  a  useful 
article,  made  of  cutlery  steel,  tem¬ 
pered  and  highly  nickeled.  Therefor* 
will  carry  an  edge  the  same  as  any 
piece  of  cutlery.  As  a  useful  tool,  nothing 
has  ever  been  offered  to  the  public  to  equal  it. 
Price,  15c.,  mailed,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


FALSE  NOSES. 

Change  your  face!  Have  a 
barrel  of  fun!  They  are  life¬ 
like  reproductions  of  funny 
noses,  made  of  shaped  cloth, 
waxed.  and  colored.  When 
placed  over  your  nose,  they  re¬ 
main  on  securely,  and  only  a 
close  inspection  reveals  their 
false  character.  All  shapes, 
such  as  pugs,  hooks,  short-hom 
lemons,  and  rum  blossoms.  Bet¬ 
ter  than  a  false  face.  Can  b* * 
carried  In  the  vest  pocket. 

Price,  by  mall,  10©.  eaoh. 
M.  t.  LANG,  1815  Jeutr*  Hi.,  U’klyu,  N.  Y. 


THE  HELLO  PUZZLE 

Can  you  get  tho  ring  off? 
Fnla  puzzle  Is  the  latest  ere- 

*  °n  of,  Yankee  ingenuity. 
Apparently  it  Is  the  easieit 
King  in  the  world  to  remove 
he  ring  from  the  block,  but 
discover  ta,kea  hours  of  study  to 

done  clc,  unless  you  know  how  It  ia 

„  by  mail*  P°BtPaid,  I0p.  :  *  for  25c! 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  8t..  R'klyn.  N-  V, 

FALSE  MU 8 T AC II E  AN D  BEARD. 

This  is  a  novelty  whereby  you  can 
make  a  great  number  of  changes; 
in  fact,  you  can  so  disguise  yourself 
that  your  best  friend  won’t  know 
you.  This  mustache  and  beard  are 
so  made  that  you  can  fix  the  same 
to  your  face  and  they  will  stay  on. 
firm  tn  ,*P*  a  y*rjr  Vftlu*bie  acqulsl- 

vnn  Vi/  make-up  when  you  mask  or  when 
ycu  take  part  in  some  ameteur  theatrical 
Price  by  mall,  postpaid.  10c.  a  set;  3  for  *ftc 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20tb  St..  N.  Y. , 


ROUGH  AND  READY  TUMBLERS. 

These  lively  acrobats 
are  handsomely  deco¬ 
rated  with  the  U.  S. 
flag  and  with  gold  and 
silver  stars  and  hearts. 
..  .  ,  Upon  placing  them  up¬ 

on  any  flat  surface  and  tlltinr  it  they  at  ones 
a  *??.**■  wonderful  performance,  climbing 
tumbling  over  each  other  and  chasing 
other  every  direction,  as  if  the  evil 
was  ,^fter  thern-  causing  roars  of  laugh- 
59  spectators.  They  actually  ap- 
pear  Imbued  with  life.  What  causes  them  to 
cut  up  such  antics  is  a  secret  that  may  not 
»lw.Wn  T*ven  to  the  pwner  of  the  unruly 
you  want  some  genuine  fun  send 
for  a  set  of  our  tumblers. 

Price  per  set  10<\  mailed,  postpaid. 
A.  A.  WABFORD.  16  Hart  St.,  Brooklyn.  N.  Y. 
TIIE  BUeiLO  CIGAR. 


The  most  remarkable  trick-cigar  in  ths 
world.  It  smokes  without  tobacco,  and  never 

fets  smaller.  Anyone  can  have  a  world  of 
un  with  It.  especially  If  you  smoke  It  In  thl 
presence  of  a  person  who  dislikes  the  «vt  >r 
of  tobacco.  It  looks  exactly  like  e  fine  per-  a 
fecto,  and  the  smoke  Is  so  real  that  it  '■ 
bound  to  deceive  the  closest  pUeerver. 

...  Price,  lie.  each,  pc* t iv» ; ,1 

MOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  tut  1*  £  £ 
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TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 

Copies .  _  . 

One  Cop>  Three  Months.' . 6^  Cents 

Or.e  Copy  Sis  Months .  .  c,',?C 

Ue  Copy  One  Yeu; .  . . 

Hostage  Free. 

„  W9W.  1  °  ftl0NEV~At  ou*  rink  send  P.  o.  Money  Order  Check 

\RKfKJtI0'  W  Aj;ltcv:  ren“ttanco3  in  any  other  way  arc  at  your  risk 
1  us: ajco  stamps  Uio  r<t:no  as  cash.  When  sending  eilror 

wrap  .lie  C  u;n  in  a  separata  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  Lite  euvei- 
uio;.  . »  rile  your  name  and.  uaaress  plainly.  Address  letters  to 

V ."Y* «v in !  5  “  !* UA? 8 “ 1  (  Frank  Tousev,  Publisher 

"*“*-*■  i  168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


Herodotus  tells  of  an  ingenious  ruse  employed  to  carry 
an  important  message  through  the  lines  of  the  enemy. 
Ilistiaeus,  being  anxious  to  give  Aristagoras  orders  to  re- 
volt,  could  think  of  no  means  to  send  the  message  to  his 
ally,  as  all  the  roads  were  carefully  guarded.  Finally  he 
hit  upon  a  scheme.  Calling  his  trustiest  servant  to  him, 
he  ordered  that  the  man’s  hair  be  shaven  off.  He  then 
pricked  the  desired  message  on  the  scalp  of  the  slave  and, 
waiting  until  his  hair  was  grown  out,  dispatched  him  upon 
the  errand.  The  messenger  passed  safely  through  the 
lines,  and  when  he  reached  Aristagoras  his  head  was 
again  shaved  and  the  message  read. 


_ THINGS  OF  INTEREST. _ 

Every  inhabitant  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  con¬ 
sumed  last  year  imported  foods  to  the  value  of  $27.08— 
at  least  this  was  the  average  per  capita. 


rihe  mouse  problem  seems  to  have  been  solved  by  the 
invention  of  a  trap  containing  two  copper  plates,  which, 
when  connected  with  a  lightning  circuit  electrocutes  the 
rodent  as  soon  as  it  enters. 


A 

> 


One  of  the  things  that  soon  strikes  the  attention  of  the 
traveler  in  Japan  is  that  there  are  no  domestic  animals — 
no  cows,  no  sheep,  no  pigs,  no  goats,  no  mules  and  no 
donkeys.  There  are  a  few  horses,  which  are  imported  for 
the  use  of  foreigners,  but  freight  carts  and  the  familiar 
jinrickishas  are  drawn  by  coolies. 


Tomdix — Did  you  ever  cross  the  ocean?  Flojax — Yes; 
once.  Tomdix — What  were  your  feelings?  Hojax — Oh, 
same  as  usual.  I  wanted  the  earth. 

Mrs.  Grady — Mrs.  Dolan  loikes  her  second  husband  bet- 
ther  than  her  first.  Mrs.  Dooley — An’  phwy?  Mrs.  Grady 
— Shure,  he's  in  jail  so  much  she  has  nearly  all  she  earns 
fer  herself. 

“Do  you  remember,  Miss  May,  the  girl  who  had  such  a 
bad  disposition?  Well,  she  is  married.”  “Indeed!  Who 
is  the  lucky  man?”  “Fred.”  “Why,  he  is  the  one  she  dis¬ 
carded.”  “Just  so.  That  is  why  he  is  lucky.” 

Fair  Suffragette — And  now,  if  any  one  who  has  heard 
my  speech  wishes  to  ask  a  question,  I  shall  be  happy  to  an¬ 
swer.  Masculine  Voice  (from  rear  of  hall) — If  you  haven’t 
any  other  company,  may  I  see  you  home  this  evening? 


The  favorite  advertising  centres  with  the  ancient  Greeks 
f  were  the  temples  of  their  gods.  Persons  with  grievances 
were  wont  to  exploit  them  on  parchment  and  hang  the 
written  scroll  to  the  ears,  the  nose,  the  head,  the  eyelids 
of  the  images  of  the  avenging  deities  until  the  temple 
looked  like  a  modern  bill  poster’s  display  room. 

We  can  learn  from  the  Japanese  a  thing  or  two  about 
stabling  horses.  In  Japan  horses  are  backed  into  their 
staJls,  then  the  door  is  closed  at  the  head,  which  has  a 
grain  and  hav  rack  conveniently  constructed,  to  which 
the  nag  is  secured.  When  needed,  the  door  is  swung  back 
^  and  the  horse  led  forth.  No  one  gets  kicked,  no  refuse 
matter  is  visible  to  the  visitor,  and  it  seems  to  be  a  sensi¬ 
ble  way  to  construct  a  place  for  any  horse. 

Where  did  the  old  theory  that  lightning  never  strikes 
‘  vice  in  the  same  place  ever  originate?  There  is  about  as 
much  truth  in  it  as  the  saying  that  a  woman  can  love  but 
once.  A  bam  in  McPherson  county  was  struck  by  light¬ 
ening  three  consecutive  times  and  burned  to  the  ground. 
f  T  :n  fin  ‘  time  it  was  burned  it  was  a  small  granary.  Then 
y  ^  g Pam  was  put  in  its  place.  I  hree  years  later  the 
barn  was  struck  bv  lightning  and  burned  to  the  ground. 
^  I  v3i  rebuilt,  and  recently  it  was  struck  and  again 
b  .med  to  the  ground. 


Judge — Pat,  I  wouldn’t  think  you  would  hit  a  little  man 
like  that.  Pat — Suppose  he  called  you  an  Irish  slob? 
Judge — But  I’m  not  an  Irishman.  Pat — Suppose  he  called 
you  a  Dutch  slob?  Judge — But  I’m  not  a  Dutchman. 
Pat — Well,  suppose  he  called  you 4 the  kind  of  a  slob  that 
you  are? 

A  commercial  traveler  at  a  railway  station  in  one  of  our 
Southern  towns  included  in  his  order  for  breakfast  two 
boiled  eggs.  The  old  darkey  who  served  him  brought  him 
three.  “Uncle,”  said  the  traveling  man,  “why  in  the  world 
did  you  bring  me  three  boiled  eggs?  I  only  ordered  two.” 
“Yes,  sir,”  Said  the  old  darkey,  bowing  and  smiling.  “I 
know  you  did  order  two,  sir,  but  I  brought  three,  because  I 
just  naturally  felt  dat  one  of  dem  might  fail  you,  sir.” 

In  a  Baltimore  court  one  woman  was  suing  another  for 
slander.  When  the  plaintiff  was  put  on  the  witness-stand, 
her  attorney  said  to  her:  “Now,  madam,  just  tell  the 
court  what  the  defendant  said  about  you.”  “Oh,  I  cannot,” 
she  hesitatingly  replied.  “But,  madam,  you  must,”  the 
attorney  insisted.  “The  whole  case  hangs  upon  your  tes¬ 
timony.”  “But  it  isn’t  fit  for  any  decent  person  to  hear,” 
replied  the  witness.  “Ah,  in  that  case,”  answerod  the 
attorney,  “just  step  up  to  the  judge  and  whisper  it  in  his 
car.” 


“SECRET  SERVICE” 

705  The  Bradyi’  Endless  Trail  ;  or.  The  Mys¬ 
tery  of  the  Voodoo  Queen. 

70t3  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Miser;  or, 
A  Hot  Fight  for  Millions 

707  The  Bradys’  Wireless  Clew ;  or.  The 

Search  for  a  Missing  Yacht. 

708  The  Bradys  and  the  False  Key  ;  or.  The 

Secret  of  the  Safe  Deposit  Vault. 

7tr0  The  Bradys  Held  in  Bondage;  or.  Track¬ 
ing  a  Banker's  Treasure. 

710  The  Bradys  and  the  Twin  Doctors:  >r. 

The  Mysterious  House  at  Highwood 

711  The  Bradys’  Boy  Ferret ;  or.  After  u  De¬ 

faulting  Cashier.  _ 


712  The  Brnuys  and  the  Fire  Fiends;  or, 

Trailing  the  Tenenieut  Bang. 

713  The  Bradys'  Missing  Clew  ;  or.  The 

Million  That  Came  By  Express. 

714  The  Bradys  and  the  Big  Ited  Ruby ;  or. 

The  Old  Pawnbroker’s  Secret. 

715  The  Bradys  and  the  Stolen  Despatch  ;  or. 

On  Special  Secret  Service. 

716  The  Bradys  and  the  Marked  $1,000  Bill; 

or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Marsh 

717  The  Bradys  and  the  Bronze  Idol ;  or, 

Tracking  a  Chinese  Treasure. 

71S  The  Bradys  and  the  Sales  Girl  ;  or,  A 
Six-days’  Search  In  the  Slums. _ 


719  The  Bradys’  Headless  “Terror"  ;  or.  Ths 

Mystery  of  the  Haunted  Mill. 

720  The  Bradys  and  the  Gunrneu  ;  or,  Bieak- 

ing  Up  an  East  Side  Fend. 

721  The  Bradys  In  Peril ;  or.  Solving  a 

Strange  Case. 

722  The  Bradys  Yellow  Foe;  or.  In  the  Tun¬ 

nels  of  Chinatown. 

723  The  Bradys  After  the  Loan  Sharks ;  or, 

Helping  a  Poor  Boy. 

724  The  Bradys  and  the  Spy  ;  or.  Trapping  a 

False  Inspector. 

725  The  Bradys’  Battle  for  Gold ;  or,  Ex- 

_  posing  a  Dead  Man’s  Secret. _ 


“PLUCK  AND  LOCK” 

742  Brake  and  Throttle ;  or,  A  Boy  Engi¬ 

neer  s  Luck  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

743  The  Boy  Slaves  of  Siberia  ;  or.  The  Vul¬ 

ture  King.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

744  The  Captain  of  No.  9  ;  or.  The  Boy  Log¬ 

gers  of  Loou  Lake.  By  Howard  Aus¬ 
tin. 

745  The  Invisible  Twelve.  An  Irish  Romance 

of  the  present  day.  By  Allan  Arnold. 


747 

748 

749 

750 

751 


746  The  Boy  Scouts  of  the  Susquehanna  ;  or. 
The  Young  Heroes  of  the  Wyoming 
Valley.  By  an  Old  Scout. 
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“THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  "76” 

604  The  Liberty  Boys’  Deep  Game,  or.  The 

Spy  of  Stony  Point. 

605  The  mberty  .Boys  Saving  a  Patriot;  or, 

The  Guumakers  Plot. 

606  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Paul  Revere ;  or, 

A  Wild  Ride  for  Freedom. 

607  The  Liberty  Bovs  Tricking  the  Tories, 

or.  Saving  General  Putnam. 

608  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Trinity  Fire ;  or. 

Capturing  a  Dangerous  Spy. 

609  The  Liberty  Boys  Helping  Washington, 

or,  Great  Work  at  White  Marsh. 

610  The  Liberty  Boys’  Young  Scout ;  or, 

Fighting  the  Redcoat  Raiders. 


611 

612 

613 

614 

615 

616 
617 


Lost  On  a  Whaler;  or,  A  Boy  Captains 
First  Cruise.  By  Cupt.  Thos.  H.  Wil¬ 
son. 

The  Treasurer’s  Son  ;  or,  Fighting  the 
Railroad  Sharks.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

The  Boy  Silver  King ;  or,  The  Mystery 
of  Two  Lives.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

The  Boy  of  the  Bastile.  A  Story  of 
the  French  Reign  of  Terror.  By  Gen'l 
Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

Dave  and  the  Diamond ;  or,  The  Boy 
Who  Came  From  Brazil.  By  Berton 
Bertrew. 

The  Boy  Mayor;  or,  BuildiDg  Up  a 
Town.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

The  Liberty  Boys  in  Frog  Swamp ;  or, 
General  Marion's  Daring  Deed. 

The  Liberty  Boys  on  the  Border ;  or, 
Exposed  to  Many  Perils. 

The  Liberty  Boys’  Nerve  ;  or,  Not  Afraid 
of  the  King's  Minions. 

The  Liberty  Boys'  Deliance ;  or.  Catch 
and  Hang  Us  if  You  Can.’’ 

The  Liberty  Boys  to  the  Rescue ;  or,  A 
Host  Within  Themselves. 

The  Liberty  Boys  Narrow  Escape  ;  or,  A 
Neck-ana-Neck  Race  W  ltd  Death. 

The  Liberly  Boys'  Pluck  ;  or,  Undaunted 
by  Odds. 


753  The  Cape  Nome  Boys;  or,  In  Charge  of 

$10,000,000  in  Gold.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

754  The  Floating  School;  or,  Dr.  Bircham  a 

Bad  Boys'  Academy.  By  Howard 
Austin. 

755  Doctor  Dick  ;  or,  Ten  Weeks  on  Lunatic 

island.  By  Allan  Draper. 

756  A  City  in  the  Clouds;  or.  The  Balloon 

That  Came  Down  on  the  Farm.  By 

Berton  Bertrew. 

757  A  Boy  Who  Would ;  or.  From  Newsboy 

to  Merchant.  By  Richard  R.  Mont¬ 
gomery. 

758  Sandy  and  Slim  ;  or,  The  Boy  Detectives 

Caliphat.  By  Howard  Austin. 


618  The  Liberty  Boys'  Peril ;  or,  Threatened 

From  Ail  S.d-^s. 

619  The  Liberty  Boys'  Luck ;  or,  Fortune 

Favors  the  Brave. 

620  ihe  Liberty  Boys  Trap  ;  or,  What  They 

Caught  in  It. 

621  the  Libel  ty  Boys  Puzzled;  or,  The 

Tories  Clever  benerne. 

u22  The  Liberty  B03  s  Great  Stroke;  or, 
...  ,,  Captuinug  a  British  Man  of  War. 

623  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped ;  or.  The 

Beautuul  Tory. 

624  The  Liberty  Boys'  Mistake;  or,  What 

Might  Have  Been. 


“FAME  &  FORTUNE  WEEKLY” 

857  Tom,  the  Apprentice,  or,  The  iouug  Me¬ 
chanic  Who  Made  His  Mark 
358  A  Banker  at  17  ;  or,  The  Wall  Street 
Boy’s  Syndicate. 

859  The  Mystic  Chart ;  or,  The  Treasure  of 
the  Big  Caves. 

360  Working  the  Money  Market ;  or,  The 

Deals  of  a  Wall  Street  Boy. 

361  The  Boy  Gold  King  ;  or.  The  Greatest 

Mine  in  the  World. 

362  A  Young  Broker's  Money ;  or,  Trapoing 

the  Sharpers  Of  Wall  Street. 


363  Dollars  and  Cents;  or,  From  Cash  Boy 
To  Partner. 

•*64  Jimmy,  the  Office  Boy;  or,  A  Plucky 
Wall  Street  Plunger 

365  Always  On  Time;  or,  The  Perils  Of  a 

Young  Mail  Contractor. 

366  Ihe  Aliasing  Boudt ;  or,  A  Lucky  Boy  in 

Wail  Street. 

367  Hunting  for  Treasure;  or.  The  Pirates 

Chest  Of  Gold. 

368  $ll),0u0  Reward ;  or.  The  F’ortune  Of  a 

Bank  Clerk. 

369  Bought  at  Auction;  or,  The  Bid  That 

Led  to  Riches. 


“WILD  WEST  WEEKLY” 

515  Young  Wild  West  Caught  by  Savages; 

or.  Arietta's  Daring  Rescue. 

516  Young  Wild  West  aud  the  Mexican 

Deadshot  ;  or.  The  Shooting  Match 
on  the  Border. 

517  Young  Wild  West  at  Hard  Luck  Camp; 

or,  Arietta  uud  the  Stream  of  Gold. 

518  Young  Wild  W  est  Defending  a  Rauch ; 

or.  Besieged  by  Cattle  Rustlers. 

619  Young  Wild  West  aud  the  Miners  Trap; 
or,  Arietta's  Great  Shot. 


520 


Young  Wild  West  at  Ace  High  Fair;  or, 
The  Liveliest  Time  on  Record 

521  Young  Wild  West's  Risky  Ride;  or 

Arietta  and  the  GuJeb  Bang 

522  Young  Wild  West's  Buckskin  Band,  or 

The  Sheriff  s  Big  Mistake. 

523  Young  Wild  West's  Double  Triumph  -  or 

Arietta  Saving  the  Flag  ’  * 

524  Young  Wild  West  and  “Cowboy  Jack”  • 
„  or’  Spoiling  a  Ranch  Raid. 

52o  Young  Wild  Wests  Only  Chance;  or 
Arietta  s  Quick  Throw  °r’ 


JiO  The  Y’oung  Copper  King;  or.  The  Bor 
Who  Went  the  Limit. 

371  Ralph,  ihe  Reporter;  or.  The  Mystery  of 

Assigmneut  No.  10. 

372  A  Lucky  Risk  ,  ur,  The  Nerve  of  a  Wail 

Street  Uffiee  Boy. 

373  The  Race  for  Gold;  or,  After  an  Aztec 

treasure. 

374  Tipped  to  Win  ;  or,  The  Wall  Street 

Messenger  W  ho  Alade  a  Fortune. 

The  Boy  Salesman ;  or.  Out  on  the 
Road  For  Success. 

A  Young  Money  Broker;  or,  Striking 
Luck  iii  Wall  Street. 


375 

376 


526  Young  Wild  West's  Desperate  Charge; 

or,  The  Shot  that  Beat  the  Reds* 'ns. 

527  Young  W  ijci  W  est  At  Gold-Dust  i  .at ; 

or.  Arietta  and  the  Secret  Band. 

528  Young  Wild  West  in  Danger;  or.  Help¬ 

ing  the  trapped  Cavalrymen. 

529  Young  W  ,.d  West  and  the  “Dutchman  s’’ 

claim  ;  or.  Arietta  Defending  Her  Lag. 

530  Y’oung  Wild  West  Taming  the  Cow- 

Punchers  ;  or.  The  Hard  crowd  of  Bull 
Tail  Ranch. 
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685  Fred  Fearnot  Lost  In  the  Snow  nlyh^niH  Begt^Fart 
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687  Fred  Fearnot  and  Skating  8am  .or  in  QU  ,lol.8eba<  k 
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704  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Cattlemen  ;  or.  Hot  limes  a^a°y.ckg 

705  Fred  Fearnot’s  Curious  Curve;  or,  Ont  a  Life 

706  Fred  Fearnot’s  Sure  Shot;  or.  The  A  m  That  baved  a ^  Lite. 

7v°oI  ES  K£$i  sws  ‘  ~ 

709  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Swim;  or.  The  Mystery  °(  'uJ(!rI5[’°mond' 

?!S  Kd  F«r»‘.  Hu“tR?onrn,D.gWildrM.‘n;  or.  The  Terror  of  the 
?1!  K?d0^bn0itan.ndRthek'uowBd°yb;pm 
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714  Fred  Fearnot  ln  Vaude; r,,'# •f0p,lrP.*l(Sj  Ortat  Cliff  Mya^ry 

715  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  l  ace  of l  I  e,  *  Game  of  th* 

710  Fred  Fearnot  a  Young  Backatop ;  or,  lhe 

717  FredTvarDOt  and  the  Tippler ;  or.  TiSFb**. 

718  Fred  Feurnot's  Life  bavers ,  or.  Live  y  ^  ^  League 

716  Fred  Fearnot'a  Lost  Season  Gamea .  or,  J  the  Train 

720  Fred  Fearnot  and  Engineer  Ed;  or,  Uoiaiug  up 

721  Fred^Fearnot  and  the  Breaker  Bo, ;  or.  Four  D.,.  Fighting  . 
700  F  “dUrnF>.grhOt?se-Cr„ss.Coun«r,  Champion.-,  or.  Orest  8p«r.  On 

723  Fr^Vrnot-s'Boy  Trspper.i  or  ‘n  «h,  B^g  ^Jnd,ro„ 

\U  5S5  S.r“WBo,  Who  Couid  Do 

««  ^rPerno?and“then^^«  Men;”?  K^uWtlS'MKrtV 

728  Fred  Fearnot  and  ^.““reVaii  “or^Hrave'wort!  in  tiif^'/lamea 
Fred  Fearnot  and  “he  Marked  Card';  or,  Beating  tbe  'Steamboat 

731  Fred  fearnot  and  Mall  Train  Matt ;  or.  Tbe  Bo,  Engineer  o. 

732  Fr£l  Fearnot  and  the  Mountain  Men  ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Blivet 
Mine. 
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so  no\V  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 

«•>"»£ 

gScsaesKsS-s 

Slt^T”  mInC„°.nr’t.rrU 

Illustrated.  ___  TQ  I)EBATE.— Giving  rules 
tor*  conducting  debate.,  outline, 

C'proouHng  'nformaUon  on  the  uuv.tlon. 

rn  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN - 

I\UVT  A1  Valuable  book,  giving  instructions 

iJ^ollectlng.  preparing,  mounting  and  P 

•eK,n%r.S.0«  TO  1.0  TRICKS  WITH 

Ci^-ico?2In^ ;,,7aW-h.nnV'.S?lci’bi; 

eral  principles  of  "lel?hh.  k8  wjth  ordinary 
to  card  tricks;  ^,ghT-of -hand ;  of 

UM 

FONo8’  “Sd  HOW  W' WRITE  ' ^LETTERS.— A 

is-ssss 

.nybodv  ym^wlrh  ^n  wrH^t  ^  MANAGE 
PFTS— Giving  complete  information  as  to  the 

kkinSLno'f  ^ 

C  °  .  .  «  £  .  collecting  and  arranging  of 

carding  the  co  Handsomely  illustrated, 
.tamps  and  rolns  ^  BeCOME  AN  EN- 

(  INFER  ^-Containing  full  Instructions  how  to 
become  alocomotlve  engineer;  also  directions 

%«  !!  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE. — -By 
.,U°'  I?',  Brady*  the  well-known  detective. 
^ 1(1  btI\f  invs  down  some  valuable  rules 
:rWhSS™5rY  vel.te.  —  »dven- 

turee  of  well-known  detective.. 


No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LAN¬ 
TERN. — Containing  a  description  of  the  lan¬ 
tern,  together  with  Its  history  and  Invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  palm¬ 
ing  slides.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRA¬ 
PHER. — Containing  useful  information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It.  mao 
how  to  make  Photogiaphic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 

lllNo.r62edHOW  TO  BECOME  a  WEST  POINT 
MILITARY  CADET.— Explains  how  to  gam 
admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examination. 
Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard,  Police 
Regulations.  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy 
should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Sen*™!?!' 

No  63.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 
CADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nava  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion.  description  of  grounds  and  building^ 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should 
know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States 

Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens.  _ _ _  ,  _ 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  colls, 
dynamos  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
bv  electricity.  Fully  illustrated. 

No  65  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  It  Is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs.  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu- 
morist,  and  practical  Joker  of  the  day. 

No  66  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Contain¬ 
ing  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles  and 
conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  complete 

hook  Fully  Illustrated.  _ 

N„.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 

TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  in¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  68  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 
—Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  Iristructlve  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A  Anderson.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  69  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. 
— Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  70  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  Ulus- 

lrNod  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS.— Containing  complete  Instructions  for 
performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 

FNo.  *7t.*tr HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  wl^  Illus¬ 
trations. 


No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUM¬ 
BERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks  with 
figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A.  An- 

deNo.n'74FHOW1TOri WRITE  LETTERS  COR¬ 
RECTLY. — Containing  full  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject;  also 
rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with 

No.  75  HOB  TO  BECOME  A  CONJl  HF.R. 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dies. 
Cups  and  Balls,  Hats.  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  illustrations  By  ^.Anderson 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTIN ES  BT 


i 


No.  70.  non  iu  » .  .  ,n-.* 

THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  or 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  mole,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  T 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  * 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Fully  illustrated. 

No  78.  HOB  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— 
Containing  a  complete  description  of  the  mys¬ 
teries  of  Magic  and  Slelght-of-Hand.  together 
with  many  wonderful  experiment*.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— 
Containing  complete  Instructions  how  to  make 
up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage  to¬ 
gether  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager. 
Prompter.  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  80.  GU8  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK  — 
Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 

comedian.  _  j 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmerism; 
also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of  diseases  by 
animal  magnetism,  or  magnetic  healing.  B», 
Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.8..  author  of  "He  • 
to  Hypnotize.”  etc.  . 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Con-  • 
tnlnlng  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  Knee  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Alto  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  th*  head.  By 
Hugo  Koch.  A.C.8.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  83.  IIOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing 
valuable  and  Instructive  Information  regard¬ 
ing  the  science  of  hypnotlem.  Aleo  explain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  method*  which  am 
employed  by  the  leading  hypnotlata  of  th* 
world  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.R- 

N«\  84  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR 

_ Containing  Information  regarding  choice  of 

subjects  the  uee  of  word*  and  th*  manner  of 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Aleman 

containing  valuable  Information  as  to  the^i 
neatness  legibility  and  general  com  pool  tlo*  of 
manuscript, 
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